






£nniiat3. 

FAQ a. 

i Forget Me Not 

. 11 

f ..The Dying Mother to her Infant 

12 

^'Consolation . . 

/ Upon Thy Truth Relying 

. 16 

19 

'Twere Better to Part 

20 

Reverie . , . 

21 

Lines . . 

. 23 

A Long While Ago * . 

24 

f Who would Reeal the Past . 

/ To Mary . . . . 

, 27 

► * 29 

/’ To a Sister » , , 

. 30 

/ •To the MoeKing Bird 

32 

1 bought* of a Deaf and Dumb Boy 

35 

To Mary Ai Heaven 

37 

The Wall Flower 

, 38 

Scenes of Youth . . . 

•11 

Forest Anthem 

43 

The Message to the Dead 

45 

To’ Hi* Lute . • . 

. 47 



vi. CONTENTS. 


1 

■ PAGE 

The Lady's Yes , # 


49 

Lines 

, 

50 

Death of an Infant 

# 

55 

The Child’s Wish in June 


56 

Absence t 

. 

57 

The Sabbath 

. 

57 

Ode on Disappointment 


59 

Homes ami Graves 

. 

61 

Feeling 

. 

64 

Forget Thee 

. 

G7 | 

The Snow Drop 

. 

G8 | 

The Pauper’s Death Bed 

• » 

69 

A Child’s first Impression of a Star 

71 

The First Grief 


72 ; 

Autumn Flov/lrs * 

. 

73 

The First Wanderer 


74 

MoVody on Genius 

. 

76 i 

The Evening Hymn . * 

. 

78 

They tell me Friendship’s but 

a Flower 

8tr , 

Prayer 


81 

The Death of the Righteous 

* 

83 

The Burial 

. 

85 | 

The Village Church* Yard 

- 

88 | 

Passing Away . , 

* 

90 | 

Hopes of Immortality 

. 

91 

Missionary Hymn 4 

* 

*92 ; 





' "~S 

CONTENTS. 


vii. 

# 


PACK. 

The Day of Wyith 


93 

The Place of Rest 


9i 

Reminiscences 


95 

Prayer 


96 

To a Sister 


97 

The Happy Man . , 

. 

99 

The Gravcs,of a Household 


, 100 

The Poet's Wooing 


101 

A Summer Evening 


. 102 

To Death 

. 

105 

Buiuil Chaunt 


104 

The Hour of Prayer 

* 

105 

The Ocean 

. 

. 106 

The New Year 

. 

107 

Evening , , 


109 

She Sleeps 


109 

Farewell 


* * 1U 

They are no more 


112 

JRemcmbrance * 


113 

Sabbath Evening Twilight 

- 

115 

To a Withered Rose 


. H7 

111-rcquited Love 


lis 

My W ife . . . 


119 - 

Godiva 


120 

Sympathy of Age with Youth 


122 

The Silent Land 

• • i 

E 


124 



CONTENTS. 


j TI,e Evening Hour 
‘iratilude 
The Love of fi 0 <i 
] Prayer 

j Saturday Night 

! The Light of Home 
1 Evening Prayer 
I Linos 
Love 

; Th « Waterfall 
Home 

A Dirge . 

To a Lady in her Seventieth Year 
! England's, Dead 
Ode fo Spring 
Death of t|,e Righteous 
Sho Sir <■„» , hat Ml „ pJa(id ■ 
Seasons of Prayer 
Sonnet to a Child 
Friends 

< Th(, ie is a Voice 

j Adonis Sleeping . ’ * 

The Cast* A way ship 
The Lost Star 
The Vesper Bell 
When thou art Roaming 



CONTFNTS 

ix. 

/ 

PA OH. 

TheBiide 

159 


d 

A Dirge 

161 

The Child of Earth 

. 164 

The Adieu . . 

166 

Stanzas 

168 

Genevieve 

169 

An Evening Service 

173 

The Exile . , 

176 

Evening on the Sea Shore 

. 177 

Hope 

. 178 

On Home 

. 179 

The Happy Hour 

181 

Summer Wind , 

. 182 

Power of Maternal Piety 

184 

Best Wishes . . * 

. , 187 

The Departed Infant , 

188 

Dove’s Last Words 

. , 

The Love Letter 

191 

Qde to the Cuckoo' 

191 

I Remember 

193 

Sonnet 

. . 194 

A Church Yard Scene 

. 195 

Ocean 

. 197 

Stanzas 

198 

The Thirty first of December 

200 

Oce&n . 

201 


X. ^CONTENTS. 

i 

VAdVr j 

m To the Dying Year m . 

202 j 

Dawn 

203 [ 

The Rhine 

20.'> 

The Departed 

S?Do 

Broken Friendship 

207 ! 

Silent Devotion 

207 j 

Sonnet 

. 208 j 

The Primrose 

208 

Autumn Evcmqgs 

. 209 

Fin- Spring 

210 

Life, Death, & Eternity 

213 

l Love . 

214 

Come and Gone 

. 215 

Sonnet 

219 

Hope ■ « 

219 

To a Star . . , 

220 

*$he Child's Funeral 

. 221 

Love's Dissensions 

223 ! 

Farewell 

<%*L\ 




jfiirgrt fflt 


FORGET ME NOT. 

Foiiapt not, oil forget not me, 

I ne’er fchull cease to think on tliee. 

Oh never, never J 

While yet the lifeblood wan^, these veins, 
W’lule yet my lyre pours forth its strains, 

F or thee that lyre its lays repeat. 

And never finds a theme more sweet, 1 

Oh never, never ! 



By all those wondrous charms of thine. 

By thy soft ^eait destroy not mine, 

Oli never, never I 
By the dark glances of thine eye. 

By thy sweet smile’s bland witchery. 

By all those shining locks which rest 
Upon thy gentle heaving breast. 

Like halcyons pn their billowy nest, 

* • OR never, never l 
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Forget not, ph forget not truth 
And plighted vows of earliest youth. 

Oh never, never ! 
A heart that fondly trusted thee. 

Blessings breathed oft and fervently. 

Thoughts ever studious thine to please. 

And folded hands and bended knees. 

Forget not, oh forget not these. 

Oh never, never I 
Anon, 


THE DYING MOTHER TO HER INFANT, ! 

i 

i 

My baby! my poor little one; thou'st come a 
winter flower, — 

A pale and tender blossom, in a cold, unkindly i 
hour ; 

Thou earnest with the snow-drop — and, like that 
prettv thing, i 

The power that called my lyid to hfe, will shield j 
its blossoming. « i 

■ ! 

The snow-drop hath no guardia^ leaves, to fold i 
her safe and warm, j 

Yet well she hides the bitter blast, and weathers 1 
out the storm : j 

I shall not long enfold thee thus — not long, hut 
well I know • 

The Everlasting Arms, my babe, will never let j 
theft go J • 
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The snow-drop— how it haunts me still l— hangs 
I. down he^fair young head, 

j So thine may droop in days to come, when I have 
j, long br cn dead ; 

And yet the little snow-drop’s safe ! from her in- 
struction seek, 

< For who would crush the motherless, the lowly, 
and the meek ! 

| Yet motherless thou’lt not be long— not long m 
name, mv life 1 

Thy father soon will bring him home, another, 
fairer wife ; 

Be loving, dutiful, to her; — find favour in lier 
sight; 

But never, oh my child ? forget thine own poor 
mother quite. 

But who will speak to thee of her ?— the grave- 
stone at her head 

Will only tell the name and ajc, and lineage of 
the dead 1 

But not a word of all the love— the mighty love 4 
for thee, 

i That crowded years into an hour of brief ma- 
j • ternity. 

j Tlyey’ll put my picture from its place, to fix ano- 
ther there — 

That picture tbit was thought so like, and yet so 
passing fair ! 

Some chamber in thy father’s house they’ll let thee 
call thine own — 

,*Oh ! take it there to look upon, when thou art all 
, alone !— 
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To breathe thine early' & riefs unto — if such assail 
my child ; 

To turn to, fiom less loving looks, from faces not 
so mild. 

Alas! unconscious little one ! thou 'It neverhnow 
the best. 

That holiest home of all the earth, a living mo- 
ther's breast 1 


I do rey»ent me now too late, of each impatient 
Thought, 

That would not let me tarry out God’s leisure as 
1 ought ; 

I’ve been too lusty, peevish, proud, — I longed to 
go away ; 

And now I’d fam live on for thee, God will not 
let me stay. 

Thou’lt have thy lather’s eyes, my child!— oh! 
once how kind they were 1 
l His long black lashes — his own smile, and just 
such raven hair ; — 

But here’s a mark— poor in: oeent— he’ll love thee 
for’t the less, * 

Like that upon thy mother’s cheek, his lips werft 
wont to press. 

And yet, perhaps I do him wrong— perhaps, 
when all’s forgot 

But our young loves, in memory’s mood,— he’ll 
hiss this very spot. 
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Oh, then, my dearest ! eAlsp tlilne arm about his 
neck full fast. 

And whisper that 1 ' blessed him now, and loved 
linn to the last. 


j i I’ve heard that little infants converse by smiles and 

'! With the guardian band of angels that round about 
| them shines, 

J Unseen by grosser senses, — beloved one ! dost 
I thou, 

: Smile so upon thy heavenly friends, and com- 
mune with them now ? 


Oh! when 1 think of what I was, and what I i 
might have been — 

A bride last year, — and now to die J and I am 
scarce nineteen ; — 

And just, just opening in my r heart a fount of 
love so new. 

So deep ! could that have run to waste ? could 
that have failed me too ? 


■The bliss it would have been to see my daughter 
at my side ? 

My prime of Fife Bearce overblown, and hers m all 
its pride ! 

To deck her with my fairest things— with all I’ve 
rich and rare ! 

To hear it said f ‘How beautiful I and good as she 
is fair ; M 
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And then to place the manage crown upon that 
bright young brow ! 

Oh no I not that — ’tis full of thorns ; alas I’m 
wandering now. 

This weak, weak head » this foolish heart ' they’ll 
cheat me to the last, 

I’ve been a dreamer all my life, and now that life 
is past. 


1 


I 

I 


And hast thou not one look for me? those little 
restless eyes 

Are wandering, wandering everywhere, the while 
thy mother dies 

And yet— pei haps thou’rt seeking me, expecting 
me, mine own ! 

Come, Death, and make me to my child at least 
in spirit known ! 

C. Bowlks. 


CONSOLATION, ! 

! 

i 

FROM T1IB FRENCH OF LAMARTINE. • ] 

Let them fall, these sad tears ; let them silently I 
fall 

On the pitiless path that I tread. 

Where’s the loved pious hand would have dried 
them up all. 

Or the bosom to pillow my head ? , 
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Let their, fall like the ’€in on the cold rocky strand. 
With a dull and'ajruitlcss lebnund. 

That no /cphyr^i light pinion in finite hath fann**, 
No sunbeam hath kissed from the ground. 

For what to the heart of iny cold brothei man 
Is tins poor bre alviiig heart that I bear y 
Too far fiorn my grief its deep anguish to scan. 
Too high to look down on my care. 

But oh ! may their eyes never weep such sad tears. 
Nor tlu tr sky be o’er east like my own ; 

May their future glide on in bright hopes without 
fears, 

And let mine be the gall-cup alone ! 

May the glitfenng crowds I have seen all depart 
With a smile {though they looked upon rne,) 

Ne\ cr feel the deep want ofthat word to the heart. 
That whispers, “ I am weeping with thee.” 

• 

No longer can I then for sympathy turn 
To man, who resists its demands j 
Let me ohorMi my grief, let my joy be to mourn. 
And thus bury my face in my hands. 

« 

In that hour when my heart in its solitude w'eeps. 
Ami its funeral mantle comes on. 

And when none of its once loved possessions it 
keeps, 

S£\e us weeds for the last hope that’s gone: 

'It • 
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When friendship herself tuVns aside from the path ! # 
( Where together we often had gray’d, | 

And picrees the heart like the hollow reed staff, j 
Where the hand was too trustfully laid : j 

And when from our sorrow's contagion men go, j 
Too feeble *o lend us relief. 

And we silently walk m om pathway of wo, j 

Face to face and alone with our grief : i 

When the future has lost the last charm that could 
make 1 

The lorn spirit donre a to morrow. 

And when every moiscl of bread that we take ! 

Is moisten’d with tear drops of sorrow : I 

’Tis then through the desolate silence I hear 
Thy voice, O my God I speaking rest : 

Thy hand can nlon* raise the weight of dull fear 
That lies chilly and cold at my hi east. 

* i 

Then 1 feel that no words like thy woids have the 
powei 4 

The wild flood of my gnef to eonlrol ; 

From them consolation is poui’d in that hour. 

When all others have ceased to console* 

«. 

And when I am drawn as a friend to thy breast, 
Thine arms everlasting around. 

The world cannot know the sweet rapture of rest. 
The happiness there to be found. 

Chambers’ Magazine. 

• • * 
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UPON Til V TRUTH RELYING. 


T H f y say we arc too young to love — 
Too wild to be united ; 

In scorn they bid us both renounce 
The fond vows we have plighted. 

They send thee foith to see the world. 
Thy love by absence trying; 

Then go ; for I can smile farewell— 
Upon thy truth relying. 

I know that pleasure’s hand will throw 
Her silken nets about thee ; 

I know how lonesome 1 shill find 
The Jong, long days \ftlhout thee. 

Rut in thy letters there'll be joy; 

The reading— the replying ; 

I’ll kiss each woid that's traced by thee— 
Upon thy tr#th relying. 


When friends applaud thee, I’ll sit by, 

In silynt rapture gazing ; 

And, oh I how proud of being loved 
By her they have been praising 1 
But should detraction breathe thy name. 
The world’s reproof defying, 

I’ll love thee— laud thee— trust thee still— 
• l^jon thy truth relying. # 
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E'en those who smile tk see ns par 
Shall t.ee us meet with wonder ; 

Such trial* only make 1 lie heart 
That tiuly loves grow fonder. 

Our sorrowa past shall he our piule. 

When with each other vycing. 

Thou wult conlide in him, who lives 
Upon thy tiulh relying. 

T. H. Bayly, 


'TWERL BETTER TO PART. 

I fefl that thou art changed to me. 

And would a happier Jot were mine ; 

Yet deem’d 1 not such change could be 
In heart that vowed to Jove like thine, 

I know thou wotfidst not have me feel 
The anguish of a parting sigh ; 

• Yet vain thine effoit* to conceal 

That we are changed — both you and I, 

I know my voice hath lost its spell, 

1 know my song can eKa»m no more; 

Thy few but saddened glances tc^l — 

Love’s sweet but fatal dieairi is o’er. 

Some other now hath won thine heart. 

On whom thy hopes will now rely— 
'Twere better then that we should part. 

And part for ever— you and 1. 

1. P. Knjoht. 
✓ 


it ^ 

,i 

i 


REVERIE, 

i 

! 'Tis starlight, and the full orb’d moon 
! Is rising o’er the distant bills, 

| Where Solitude— Night’s Mster twin — 
j Keeps watch above the rills j 
I And as the evening breeze sweeps by, 

I And stus among the listless leaves, 

j My watchful fancy once again 
j htrangc visitors receives. 

The Past I — as from their cerements. 

At the bare thought, 1 see arise 
A spectral host, and faces (jpme 
That once did glad mine eyes. 

And fiom them steps an airy form, 
MedceKed by every childish grace. 

And smiling gently on mo, lays 
Her cheek upi!hi my face. 

Fair sprite ! iny truest friend thou wert. 
When Others coldly turned away, 

J For thou eouldst always bear with me, 

1 When I was led a v sfray ; 

My sorrows gave thee equal pain. 

And every thought I shared with thee, 
XiH Death grew envious of thy smile, 
AVJ bo^e thee hence from n»e. 
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And thou ! — the playmate of my youth — 

» Whose care-worn face and spflrklmg eye 
Marked thee Consumption's, victim — doomed 
Jn life’s gay dawn to die* — 

Methmks, as thou wert wont of yore. 

Thou draw’st thy wasted arm through mine, 
And through the woodland paths we stroll, 

As in the good ** lang syne." 


Each flower that bloomed beside the path 

Brought to our maids some pleasant thought. 
Each gently drooping spunglet there 
With music strange was fraught; 

Each sunbeam that came straggling through 
'The interlacing boughs above. 

Seemed as an emblem of our lives. 

Within that charmed grove ! 

• 

Old friend ! — I do remember well 
% Thy stooping form and silvery hair, 

As stepping from the fertile mould, 

Thou standost trembling tli»rc. 

Each well-meant lesson thou didst teach 
Return’s on Memory’s rapid wings. 

And every wrinkle on thy brow 

Some dear remembrace brings, * 


My old preceptor, too ! — so kind 
To all my childish faults ! — I view 
Thy straightened form, and sudden rise 
Virgil and C ic vo ; 


-> 


The task-book, thumbed from first to last. 

And .-.cored ^ith many an idle mark, 9 

lleealleth many a problem deep. 

And many a jnu/le dark t 

Vc are all heie ! the sainted ones 

Who watched my steps with anxious care, j 

And some who were not quite so kind 

Unto my faults as others were ; I 

Ami brooding thus o’er days gone by, | 

My o’erwrought brain grows young again, j 

And once more boy hood's careless glee j 

Holds undisputed reign. 

I Anon. 


LINE*, 

WRITTEN FOR A SOCIETY WHOSE MOTTO WA^ 
“FRIENDSHIP, I.OVK, A Nil TRUTH.” 

• 

When “Friendship, Love, and Truth” abound 
Among a hand of Brothers, 

The cup of joy goes gaily round, 

Each shares the bliss of others; 

Sweet roses, grace the thorny way 
Along this vale ot sorrow ; 

The flowers that shed then leaves to day 
Shall bloom again to-morrow. 

IIow grand in age, how fair in youth. 

Are ", Friendship, Love,^nd Truth.” 
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On halcyon wings our momenti^pass, 

* 1 Jfe\s cruel cares beguiling ; 

Old Time lays down his scythe and glass. 

In gay good humour smiling; 

With ermine beard and foi clock grey. 

His reverend front adorning. 

He looks like winter turn'd to May, 

Night soften’d into morning. 

How grand in age, how fair m youth. 

Are holy “ Friendship, Love, and Truth." 

From these, delightful fountains flow, 

Amhrosi.il nils of pleasure; 

Can man desire, can Heaven bestow, 

A more resplendent treasure ; 

Adorned with gems so liehly bright. 

We'll form a constellation, 

W'heie every star, with modest light. 

Shall gild his piofker station. 

How grand in age, how fair in youth, 

^re holy " Friendship, Love, and Truth." 

Montgomery. 


A LOtaG WHILE AGO. 

Still hangetli down the old accustom'd willow 
Hiding the silver underneath each leaf — 

So drops the long hair from some maiden pillow 
When midnighPheareth the else silent gfief; 




ij There floats the waiter lily, like a sovereign 
m Whose lovely empire is a fairy world, 
j The puiptc dragon fly above it hovering, 

‘| At. when its fragile ivory uncurl'd 
j A long while ago. 

I 

j' 1 hear the bees in sleepy music winging 
i From the wild thyme where they have pass'd 
noon — 

There is ihe blackbird m the hawthorn singing, 
Stirring the white spray with the same sweet 
tune; 

! Fragrant the tansy breathing from the meadows, 

I As the west wind bends down the long green 
! grass. 

Now dai k, now gold* n, as the fleeting shadows 
Of the light clouds passas they weic wont to pass 
A long while ago, 

* 

There are the roses which we used to gather. 

To bind a young fair brow, no longer fair ; 

Ah ! thou art mocking u«, thou summer weather, 
To be so sunnv, w^th the loved one there? 

'Tib nut her voice — 'lis not her siep - that lingers 
In lone familiar sweetness on the wind ; 

The bee, the bird, are now the only singers — 
Where is the music once with theirs combined 
A long while ago i 

As the lorn flowers that in her pale hands perish’d. 
Is she w’ho only hath a memory here. 

She was^so much a part of us, so cherish'd. 

So yoiing that even love forgot^o fear. 



Now is* her image paramount, it rcigneth 
5 With a sad strength that timl may not subdue ; 
And memory a mournful tnumph gameth, 

As the slow looks we east around renew, 

A long while ago. 

Thou lovely garden ! where the summer covers 
The tree with gieen leaves and the ground with 
flowers? 

Darkly the past around thy beauty hovers — 

The past — the grave of our once happy hours. 

It is too sad to gaze upon the seeming 

Ofnatuie's changeless loveliness, and feel 
That, with the sunshine round, the heart is 
dreaming 

Darkly o’er wounds inflicted, not to heal, 

A long while ago. 

Ah i visit not the ^ecnes where youth and child- 
hood 

Pass’d years that deepen’d as those years went by ; 
^Shadows will darken m the careless wildwood — 
There will be tears upon the tianquil sky. 
Memories, like phantoms, lUunt me while I wander 
Beneath the brooding boughs of each old trep : 

I grow too sad as mournfully I ponder 

Things that are not— and yet that used to be 

A long while ago. 

Worn out — the heart seems like a ruin'd altar— 
Where are the friends, and where the faith of 
yore ? 

My eyes grow dim with tears— nay footsteps falter— 
Thinking ofathose whom I can \ove nfl more. 


!7 / 

W(* change, and others change— while recollection 
Would fain relief what it can hut recal ; 

Dark arc life’s dreams, and weaiy its alt ec turn. 
And cold its hopes — and yet 1 felt them all 

A long while ago. 

L. E. L. 


WHO WOULD RECAL THE PAST t 


Who would recal the past ?— Not I, not I! 

Though I have worn some smiles as well as 
tears, 

Though dim the moments now oefore me lie. 
Amidst the corning crowd of stranger years. 


Who would recal the *ast ?— the ardent thrill 
Of early hope— ambition’s daring flight, 

Befoic the flower has left life's withering chill— 
Deiore the moth has seared it at the light ? 


The dull has fallen upon us alii Whose wings 
Have not been scorched, by soaring to the 
f blaze ? 

Earthf-earth, its cold and tomblike shadow flings 
4 Across'the sunshine of our brightest days. 


And all that ever in the past were dear. 

Weighed down by heavief sorrows, kick the 
beam, 

The smile still leaves, sad progeny, a tear. 

While our bi st hopes with disappointments teem. 


Who would recal the past’ — Not I, not I • 

Nor fear the fate, nor murmur at the doom ; 
Life lies befoie us still — and still shall lie. 

E’en when we reach the barrier of the tomb. 

What though the brow be wrinkled, the hands 
shake, 

The dark-biown locks grow whiter than the 
snow ' 

Man’s heart the sunshine of his life may make. 
And brighten age with summer’s evening glow. 


On ! On upon the allotted course before ! 

No toil, bur glory, find we In the race ; 

* On calm eternity’s unmeasured shore, 

The golden goal marks out our resting place. 

• 

Fame — too — when good no unsubstantial prize— 
May hang the laurel on n»v weaiy brow, 

And kindred hands may close the drowsy eyes. 
And lay me low, with those 1 love e'en now. 


A name in history — a space in time — 

A good example given before we die— • 

Some deed remembered —or some word subjime. 
May yet be von— and it is worth th<j sigh. 
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The past is dead, and o’er its dust we raise 
Vain sepulchres ! The moments yet to fly 
Are oui best friends— joy to the coming days! 

YV ho would iccal the past?— -not 1, not I ! 

Angst. 


TO MARY. 

Siif was a phantom of delight 
When first she gleamed upon my sight I 
A lovely apparition, sent 
To be a moment’s, ornament ; 

Iler eyes as stais of twilight fjjr ; 

Like twilight’s, too, her dusky hair; 

RuL nil things else about her di awn. 

From May* tune and the cheerful dawn; 

A dancing shape, an image gay. 

To haunt, to startle, and waylay, 

I saw her upon nearer view, 

A spirit, yet a woman too. 

Her household motions light and free. 

And steps of vngin liberty ; 

A countenance in which did meet 
Sweet records, promises as sweet ; 

A creature not too bright or good 
For human nature’s daily food ; 

For transient sorrows, simple wiles, 

Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles. 





no 

i 

An<l now I see, witli eye serene. 

The very pulse of the machine; 

A being breathing thoughtful breath, 

A traveller betwixt life and death ; 

The reason firm, the temperate will, 
Endurance, fort sight, st length, ami skill ; 

A perfect woman, — nobly planned, 

To wain, to eomfoit, and command; 

And yet a spirit, still and bright 
With something of an angel light. 

Wordsworth, 


TO A SISTER. 

Yes, dear one, to the envied train 
Of those around, thy homage pay ; 

But wilt thou never kindly deign 
To think oi*hnn that’s tar away t 
Thy form, thine eye, thy angel smile, 
For many years I may not sec: 

But wilt thou not, sometimes the while. 
My sister, dear, rcmeyibcr me ? 

But not in Fashion’s brilliant hall. 
Surrounded by the gay and fair. 

Ami thou the fairest of them all — 

Oh ! think not, think not of me there, 
But when the thoughtless crowd is gone. 
And hushed the voice of senseless glee, 
And all is silent, still, and lone. 

And thou art sad, remember me. . • 


-- 



j Remember me, I pray — but not 

In Flora’s gavjind blooming hour, 

| When every brake hath found its mate, 
i -And sunshine smiles m every flower : 

{" Hut when the falling leal is sear, 
i And withers sadly from the tree, 

jj And o’er the ruins of the year, 

,| Cold Autumn weeps, remember me. 


Hem ember me— but not to join. 

If haply some thy friend should praise, 

’1 is far too dear, that voice ot thine. 

To echo what the stranger says. 

Thcv know us not — but shouldst thou meet 
Some faithful iriend of me and thee, 
Softlv, sometimes, to him repeat 
My name, and then remember me. 


Remember me — not, 1 entreat. 

To tones of festal week-day joy, 

Till then it were not kind or meet 

That thought thy pleasure should alloy ; 
Hut on the sacred Solemn day. 

Ami, dearest, on thy bended knee. 

When thou for those thou lov’st doth pray. 
Sweet spint, then remember me. 


Remember me— hut not as T 
On thee lor ever, ever dwell. 


With anxious heart, and drooping eye, 

■Aipl doubts 'twould grieve thee should I tell 1 
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But in thy calm unclouded heart. 

Where dark and gloomy visions flee. 

Go there, my sister, be refy pait. 

And kindly there remember mo. 

E VERFTT. 


TO THE MOCKING BIRD. 

Bird of the wild and wondrous song, 

I hear thy rich and varied voice. 
Swelling the greenwood depths among. 
Till lull and vale the while rejoice I 
Spell hound, entranced in laptuic's chain, 
I list to that inspiring strain ! 

I thread the forest’s tangled maze 
The thousand ehonsters to sec, 

Who mingled thus their voices raise 
In that dcl&ious minstrelsy; 

I search in vain each pause between— 
The choral band is still unseen 1 

f Tis but the music of a dream— 

An airy sound that mocks the ear — 

But hark again I the eagle’s stream, 

It rose and tell distinct and clear ! 

And list - in yoinlt r hawthorn hush. 

The red bird, robin and the thrush ! 

Lost hi amaze I look around. 

Nor thrush, nor eagle there behold— 
But still that rich, aerial sound, 

Like some lorgotten song of old. 


3 f 

That o’er the heart lias held control. 

Falls sweetly «n the ravished soul I 

And yet the woods are vocal still— 

The air is musical with song — 

OVr the near stream— above the hill— 

The wildcring notes are borne along l 
But whence that gush of rare delight ? 

And what art thou ? or bird or sprite I 
Perch’d on yon maple’s topmost bough, 
With glancing wings and restless feet. 
Bird of untiring throat, art thou 
Sole songster in this concert sweet l 
So perfect, full, and rich each part. 

It mocks the highest reach of art 1 

Once more, once more, that thrilling strain ’ 
111 omen’d owl, be mute, lie mute! 

Thy native notes 1 hear again. 

More sweet than harp or lover’s lute; 
Compared with thy impassioned tale. 

How cold, how lame, the nightingale ! 

Alas! capricious in thy power — 

Thy “wood itote wild” again is fled— 
The mimic rules the changeful hour. 

And all the " soul of song” is dead I 
But no— to every borrow’d tone. 

He lends a sweetness all his own ! 

On glittering wing, erect and bright. 

With airowv speed he darts aloft. 

As tho’ his soul had ta’en its flight, 

In that last strain so sad ar^l soft, 

C 
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And he would call it back to life. 

To mingle in the mimic stri^* 1 
And ever, to each fitful lay 

His frame in restless motion wheels. 

As tlio’ he would, indeed, essay 
To act the ecstaey he feels— 

As though his very feet kept time 
To that inimitable chime 1 

And ever, as the rising moon 

Climbs with full orb the trees above 
He sings bis most enchanting tune, 

While echo wakes through all the grove ; 
His descant soothes, in care’s despite. 

The weary watches of the night; 

The sleeper from his couch Btarts up 
To listen to that lay forlorn — 

And he who quaffs the midnight cup 
Looks out to sec the purpling morn I 
O ! ever in the flnerry spring. 

Sweet mimic, let me hear thee sing \ 

Anon. 
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j THOUGHTS OF A DEAF AND DUMB BOY 


ON OBSERVING ms SISTEFl PLAYING UPON THE 


Sister, I would have thee tell 
(But, alas » I ne’er can know) 

IV hat doth make thy bosom swell, 

And thine eye to brighten so. 

When thy nimble fingers play 
Upon that instrument so long ? 

The sounds are beautiful, you say. 

And rapture is the child of song. 

But what is sound, that it can bring 
Such sweet emotion to the breast ? 

Oil, sound must be a lovely thing, 

It makes thee, sister, seem so blest. 

And yet, in vain I look for aught 
That can such thrilling joy impnrt; 

Is music, then, a nameless thought 

That holds communion with the heart ? 


Or is it real— a thing that may 

Be known to sense of sight or touch ? 
Ah ! whither would conjecture stray ; 

’Tis vain — I only know this much— 
That it is beautiful ; but where. 

On earth below or heaven above. 
Shall aught be found so pure and fair, 

* . That may the soul so strongly move ? 



I’ve seen .he broad and fiery sun 
Arising from the deep gree*- sea. 
And again, when day was done. 
Streaking heaven’s far canopy 
With a glorious crimson fringe. 

As gorgeously he sunk to rest. 
Purpling ocean with the tinge 
Of his brilliant fading crest; 


And then, delighted, I have gazed. 

As on a vision's scene of bliss, 

And all my thoughts were heavenward raised ; 

Is music, sister, aught like this ? 

And oh I the beautious star-lit sky. 

Sparkling rich in blue and bright. 

Is, surely, full of harmony ; 

Is sound so lovely as its light ? 

c 

And when the pale moon’s silvery beams 
Upon the stream and streamlet play, 
Surpassing beautiful it seems; 

Is this like music, sister , say ? 

Alas! alas' it cannot be; 

MCthinks that look of rapture now— 

That passion gaze of ccstacy— 

That skyward lifted brow— 


Defies my vain conjectures all ; 

To me that fount of joy is seal’d- 
Its influence ne’er on me shall fall, 
Nor e’en t<\ fancy be reveal'd. 



Vet shall I not unpleased behold 

The pleasure 'tis not mine to know; * 

My sister’s joy can ne’er unfold 

To this fond heart a source of woe. 

J, W. 


TO MARY IN HEAVEN. 

Thou lingering star, with lcss’ning ray, 

Thou lov’st to greet the early morn. 

Again thou ushcr’st in the day 
My Mary from my soul was torn. 

O Mary ! dear departed shade. 

Where is thy place of blissful rest ? 

Seest thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

llear’st thou the groans that rend his breast? 

That sacred hour can I forget ? ^ 

Can I forget the hallowed grove, ' 

Where by the winding Ajr we met. 

To live one<tiay of parting love ? 

Eternity will not efface 

Those records dear of transports past; 

Thy image at our last embrace ; 

Ah I little thought we ’twas our last ! 

Ayr gurgling kissed the pebbled shore, 

O’erhungwith wild woods, thick'ning green; 

• The fragrant bind*, and hawthorn hoar, 
'Twined am’rous round tht raptured scene. 
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The flowers sprang wanton be prest, 

Th< birds sang love on ev’ry spray. 

Till too, too soon, the glowing west 
Proclaimed the speed of winged day. 

Still o’er these scenes my mcm’iy wakes. 

And fondly broods with miser care ! 

Time but the impression stronger makes. 

As streams their channels deeper wear, 

My Mary, dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy blissful place of rest ? 

Seest thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Ilear'st thou the groans that rend his breast ? 

Burns. 


THE WALL FLOWER. 

K. „ 

The wall-flower— the wall flower, 
How beautiful it blooms! 

It gleams above the ruin'd tower. 
Like sunlight over tombs; 

It sheds a halo of repose 

Around the wrecks of Time;— 

To beauty give the flaunting rose. 
The wall-flower Is sublime. 

Flower of the solitary place I 
Gray ruin’s golden crown ! 

That lendest melancholy grace 
To haunts of old renown : • 




Thou mantlest o’er the battlement. 
By stnft or storm decayed : 

And fillest up each emiousrent 
Tune’s canker tooth hath made. 


Thy roots outspread the ramparts o’er. 
Where, in wars stormy day. 

The Douglasses stood forth of yore. 

In battle’s grim array : 

The clangour of the field is fled. 

The beacon on the lull 
No more through midnight blazes red — 
But thou art blooming still. 


Whither hath fled the choral band 
That filled the abbeys rave ? 

Yon dark sepulchral yew trees stand 
O'er many a level g’lave ; 

In the belfry’s crevices the dove 

Her young brood nurseth well, « 

Whilst thou, lone flower, dost shed above 
A sweet 4£caying smell. 

In the season of the tulip cup. 

When blossoms clothe the trees, 

IIow sweet to throw the lattice up. 

And scent thee on the breeze. 

The butterfly is then abroad. 

The bee is on the wing, 

And on the hawthorn by the road 
The linnets sit and sing. 



Sweet wall-flower, sweet wall-flower. 

Thou conjurest up to ive 
Full many a soft and sunny hour 
Of boyhood’s thoughtless glee. 

When joy trom out the daisies grow, 

Jn woodland pastures green. 

And summer skies wore far more blue 
Than since they e'er have been. 

Now autumn's pensive voice is heard 
Amid the yellow bowers, 

The robin is the regal bird. 

And thou the Queen of Flowers l 
He sing« on the laburnum trees. 

Amid the twilight dun. 

And Avaby ne’er gave the breeze 
Such scents as thou to him. 

Rich is the pink, the lily gay. 

The rose is summer’s guest; 

Bland are thy charms when these decay. 
Of flowers, first, last, and best ! 

There may be gaudier in the bower. 

And statelier on the tft-'c. 

But wall-flower, loved wall-flower, 

1 hou art the flower for me J 

PllOFKSSOR WllSOTt. 



41 


SCENES OF YOUTH. 

Sweft scenes of youth, to memory dear. 

Still fondly cherished with the sacred tear. 

When in the soften’d light of summer skies. 

Full on my soul life’s first illusions rise, 

Sweet scenes of youthful bliss, unknown to pain ! 
I come to trace your soothing haunts again,— 

To mark each grace that pleased my stripling 
pnme. 

By absence hallowed, and endeared by time; 

To lose atrild your winding ilells the past — 

Ah 1 must I think this lingering look the last? 
Ye lonely vales, that met my earliest view ! 

How soft ye smiled when Natures charms were 
new ! *, 

Green was her vesture, glowing, fresh, and warm. 
And every opening grace had power to charai; 
While, as each scene in living lustre rose. 

Each young emotion waked from soft repose. 

Even as I muse, my former life returns. 

And youth’s first ardour m my bosom burns. 

Like music melting in a lover’s dream, 

1 bear the murmuring song of Teviot’s stream. 
The crisping ravs that on the waters lie. 

Depict a paler moon, a fainter sky; 

While, through the inverted alder boughs below, 
The twinkling stars with greener lustre glow. 


^ 42 

As every prospect opens on my view, 

I seem to live departed years*anew ; 

When, in these wilds, a jocund, sportive child. 
Each flower, self-sown, my heedless hours be- 1 
gmled; 

1 he walnet-leaf, that by the pathway grew. 

The wild-brier rose of pale and blushful hue. 

The thistle’s rolling wheel of silken down. 

The blue-bell, or the daisy’s pearly crown. 

The gaudy butterfly, in wanton jound. 

That like a living pea-flower skimmed the ground. 

Again I view the cairn, and moss-gray stone. 
Where oft at eve 1 wont to muse alone. 

And vex with curious toil mine infant eye. 

To count the gems that stud the nightly sky ; 

Or think, as playful fancy wandered far, 

IIow sweet it were to dance from star to star ! 
Again 1 view each rude romantic glade. 

Where once with tiny steps my footsteps strayed. 
To watch the foam bells of the bubbling brook. 

Or mark the motions of the clamorous rook, 

W T ho saw her nest, close thatched with ceaseless 
toil, « 

At summer eve become the woodman's spoil. 

Sweet scenes ! conjoined with all that most 
endears 

The cloudless morning of my tender years ; 

With fond regret your haunts I wander o'er. 

And, wandering, feel myself tl^f child no more : 
Your forms, your sunny tints»%te still the same; 
But sad the tear which lost affection elains. 

• . Lxydxn. 
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FOREST ANTHEM. 

The sun hath westward glided o'er the tops 
Of the d«uk mountain pines ; his. golden tints 
Are slowly blending with the hue of night, 

I And broadly are the shadows of the trees 
Grotesquely length’ning upon the ground. 

The winding forest path seems, in the sun's 
Last rays, like to some vast cathedral aisle. 
Stretching away in airy shadowness. 

The louked and gnarled boughs, that high o’er 
head 

Fling wildly their broad Titan arms across. 

Do form the fretted roof, its pillars being 
The massive trunks of the strong oak and pine. 
The starB are leaping into glowing beauty 
Within the filmy haze above, and seem 
Like spangles in some cerulean banner : 

And calmly sailing is the beauteous moon 
Among yon burning o^bs, all joining in, 

The deep and silent melody of nature ; 

Upon the ocean dance those glowing lights. 

And lighting up full many a fathom deep. 

The fairy palaces and coral groves 
That for beneath its heaving bosom lie. 

Hark ! now begins the thrilling Forest Anthem 
W'ondrously sweet, the melancholy winds 
Sob oJt their greeting to the night, and pass 
In rich and*ringing music o’er the t.ees* 
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Sweet are Sts murmurs dying in far distance, 

With bighs as gentle ns the Southern breeze 
Sweeps o’er a bed of flowers and the pines 
Bend down their crested tops, like nodding , 
plumes 

On the dark hearse of death, as tho" they mourned 
The cold umhrouded grave of those whose bones 
Are mouldering within its solitudes. 

It fills the heart with solemn thoughts and sad ! 

Rises the melody again, triumphant 

And heart gladdening, and makes the soul of man 

To leap and to rejoice, and filling him 

With wild and Joyous rapture, as ho turns 

His high and hared brow unto the blast. 

And waves his arms to the unseen winds, and cries 
•• Blow on ! tins is a land of liberty 1” 

Oh soothing are its turns, rich as the breath 
Of zephyrs playing amid golden harps:- — 

The storm’s wild music is most beautiful 
As with its gentle breath it waves the flowers. 

And then sweeps on and on, still gath’ring 
strength. 

Until at last, the Forest inline roar 
Of melody.— And on it rolleth o'er 
The mountain tops, with sound like to the boom 
Of thunder, crashing in the hyaline. 

First with a low 

Sweet whisper, the breeze doth onwanl go 
Touching the silver lined leaves, and tinted edges 
Of the trees, and playing in the waving sedges 
# Of the grass below. . * 



The many fingered wind 
Plays in the low thiclf branches, with a kind 
Of prelude, in a deep and sombre monotony, 
Then mounting upward to the tree tops with a 
moan 

Sighs the wind. 

Solemn the sound 

Comes rolling in deep tones along the ground. 
Like the hoarse murmur of the sullen surge 
Dashing upon the shore, or the sad dirge 
Sung o’er the mound. 

And now ’tis sighing 

Like those deep tones that pain wrings from the 
dying 

Now sharply rings, like to the sullen knell 
That rises from the boding deep death bell 
As past ’tis flying. 

* E. F. R. 


THE MESSAGE *TO THE DEAD. 

Thou’iit passing hence, my brother, 

Oh ! iny earliest friend farewell ; 
Thou’rt leaving me without my voice, 

In a lonely home to dwell ; 

And from the hills, and from the hearth. 
And from the household tree, 

'Wltlj thee departs the lingering mirth. 
The bright ni*ss goes with thee.. 
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But thou, my ftiend, my brother; 

Thou'rt speeding tojthe shore 
Where the dirge like tone of parting words 
Shall smile the soul no more ; 

Ami thou wilt see one holy dead. 

The last on earth .mil main ; 

Into the sheaf of kindred hearts 
Thou wilt be bound again ; 


Tell then our friend, of boyhood. 

That yet his name js heard 
On the blue mountains, whence his youth 
Pass'd like a swift bright bird. 

The light of his exulting brow. 

The vision of his glee. 

Are on me still*— Oh I still I trust 
That smile again to sec. 


And tell ou. fair young sister, 

The rose cut down in spring. 

That yet rny gushing soul is filled 
With lays she loved to sing. 

Her soft deep eyes lo^ through my dreams. 
Tender and sadly sweet. 

Tell her my heart within me burns 
Once more that gaze to meet. 


And tell our white-haired father. 
That, in the paths he trod. 

The child he loved the last on earth 
Yet walks and worships God. 
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t Say, that his last fond blessing yet 
1 Rests on ray soul like dew, 

And by its hallowing might 1 trust 
| Once more his lace to view. 

And tell our gentle mother, 

That on her grave I pour 
The sorrows of my spirit forth, 

| As on her breast of yore ; 

i! Happy thou art that soon, how soon 
i Our good and bright will see! 

[ Oh brother 1 brother ! may I dwell, 

! Ere long, with them and thee I 

| llKMAXS. 


TO 1IIS LUTE. 

My Lute, awake ! pcrformChe last 
Labour that thou and I shall waste ; 

And end that 1 have now begun. 

And when this song is sung and past. 
My Lute be still ^ for I have done. 

As to be heard where care is none, 

As lead ro grave m marble stone; 

My song may pierce her heart as soon : 
Should we then sigh, or sing, or moan ? 
No, no, my Lute ! for I have done. 

The rocks do not so cruelly 
Repulse the waves continually, 
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As she my suit and affection ; 

So th.it I am past remedy : 

Whereby, my lute and I have done. 

Proud of the spoil that thou hast got. 

Of simple hearts, through Love’s shot, 

By whom, unkind, thou hast them won; 
Think not he hath his bow lorgot. 

Although my Lute and I have done. | 

Vengeance shall fall on thy disdain, i 

That mak’st but game on earnest pain ; 

Think not alone, under the sun, i 

Unquit, to cause thy Lover’s pain, i 

Although my Lute and I have done. j 

May chanced thee lie withered, old, j 

In winter nights th it are so cold, ! 

Plaining in vain unto the moon; j 

Thy wishis then dare not be told : i 

Care then who list, for 1 have donel * 

j| 

And, then, may chance thee to repent i 

The time that thou hast lost and spent. 

To cause thy Lovers sigh and swoon; 

Then shalt thou know beauty but lent. 

And wish and waut as I have .done. 

Now, cease my Lute » this is my last j; 

Labour that thou and I shall waste ; j 

And ended is that we begun : } 

Now is this song both sung and past ; 

My Lute, be still I foT 1 have done. j 

Lord Rochkord, 1530. j 

^ Ij 



TH1 LADY’S YES. 


*' Ykb !” 1 answered you last night ! 
" No” thss morning, sir, 1 say ! 

Colours seen by candle-light. 

Will not look the same by day. 

When the tabours played their best. 
Lamps above and laughs below— 

Love ni_', sounded like a jest. 

Fit for yes, or fit for no 1 

Call me false, or call me free — 

Vow, whatever light may shine. 

No man on thy face shall see 
Any grief for change on mine. 

Yet the sin is on us botl^_ 

Tirae to dance is not to woo — 

Wooer light makes fickle troth— 
Scorn of me recoils on you ! 

Learn to win £ lady’s faith 
Nobly, as the thing is lugh ; 

Brave’y, as for life and death — 

With a loyal gravity. 

Lead her from the festive boards. 
Point her to the starry skies, 

Guard her, by your truthful words, 

, Pure from courtship's flatteries, 

•IJ 
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By your iruth she shall be true — d 

Even true as wives of £'ore — ! 

Ami her yes, once said to >ou, | 

Shall be yks for e\ ermore. 

Barrett. j 


LINES ; 

: i 

( ON Rfa.VrSlTI.YO THK liANKS OK THH WYE DURING A j 
TOUR. 

! 

Ftvr years have past ; five summers* with the j 
length I 

Of five long winters! and again I hear j 

j These waters, rolling from their mountnin-springs j 
, With a sweet inland murmur. Once again I 

Do l behold these steep and lofty cliffs, j 

' That on a wild secluded setne impress j 

' Thoughts of more deep seclusion ; and connect j 
Tlu* landscape with the quiet of the sky. | 

j The day is come when 1 again repose ! 

j 1 Here, under this dark s\ can jre, and view 
i. These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-tufts, j 
Which ut this season, w ith their unripe fiuits, 

, Are clad in one green hue, and lose themselves j 
j Among the woods and copses, nor disturb 
, The wild grot n landscape. Once again 1 see j 
' These hedge rows, hardly hedge-rows, little lines j 
Of sportive wood run wild ; these pastoral farms j 
! Hrecu to the very door ; and wreaths of Smoke j 

j Sent up, in silence, from among the trees 1 ! 

i 1 i 

i 
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With some uncertain notice, as might seem, 
i| (if vagrant Dwellegs in the houseless woods, 
ij Or ni home Hermit’s cave, where by his fire 
() The Hermit sits alone. 

jj Those beauteous Form*, 

j; Through a long absence, have not been to mo 
jj As is a landscape to a blind man's eye: 

But oft, in lonely rooms, and ’mid the dm 
j! Of towns and cities, 1 have owed to them, 

Jj In hours of weariness, sensations sweet, 
jj Kelt in the blood, and felt along the heart ; 
ji And passing even into mj purer mind, 
j| W ith tranquil restoration feelings too 
Jj Of uni emembered pleasure: such, perhaps, 
ji As have no slight or trivial influence 
j On that best portion of a good man’s life, 
j His little nameless, unremenibered acts, 
j Of Kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust, 

I To them I may have owed another gift, 

, Of aspect more sublime; that blessed mood. 

In which the burden of the mystery, 

I In which the heavy and weary weight 
Of all this unintelligible world, 

Is lightened : — that^erenc and blessed mood. 
In which the affections gently lead us on,— 
Until, the bteath of this corporeal frame 
And even the motion of our human blood 
) Almost suspended, we are laid asleep 
In body, and become a living soul : 

| While with an eye made quiet by the power 
l Of harmony, and the deep power of joy, 
j We see into the life of things. 

| . If thif 

j Be but a vain belief, yet, oh ! how # oft. 
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In darkness, aiid amid the many shapes 
Of joyous daylight; when th^, fretful stir 
*’ Unprofitable, and the fever of the world. 

Have hung upon tlie beatings of my heart, 

How oil, in spirit, have 1 turned to thee, 

O sylvan Wye ! Thou wanderer thro’ the woods. 
How often has my spirit turned to thee I 


I 




And now, with gleams of half extinguished 
thought. 

With many recognitions dim and faint, 

And some what of n sad perplexity. 

The picture of the mind revives .again: 

While here I stand, nor only with the sense 
Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts 
That In this moment there is life and food 
For future years. And so I daic to hope. 

Though changed, no doubt, from what I was when 
first 

I came among th^se hills ; when like a roe 
I bounded o’er tbe mountains, by the sides 
Of the detp rivers, and the lonely streams. 
Wherever nature led ; more like a man 
Fixing from something tha^hc dreads, than one 
Who sought the thing he loved. For naurre then 
(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days 
And tluirglad animal movements all gone by,) 

To me was all in all — 1 cannot paint 
What then I was. The sounding cataract 
Haunted me like a passion; the tall rock, 

The mountain and the deep and gloomy wood. 
Their colou{A$nd their forms, were then to me 
An appetit$,w*A feeling and a love. 

That had ttdlpeed of a remoter charm. 
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By thought supplied, or any interest 
Un borrowed from the eye — That time is past, 

And all its aching joys are now no more, 

And all its di/7y raptures. Not for this 
Faint 1, nor mourn nor murmur ; other gifts 
Have followed for such loss, I would believe. 
Abundant recompense. For 1 have learned 
To look on nature, not as in the hour 
Of thoughtless youth ; but hearing oftentimes 
The still, sad music of humanity. 

Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power 
To chasten and subdue And I have felt 
A presence that distuibs me with the joy 
Of elevated thoughts ; a sense sublime 
Of something far more deeply interfused. 

Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns. 

And the round ocean and the lixing air. 

And the blue sky, and in the mind of man : 

A motion and a spirit, that irwpels 

All thinking things, all ob)ects of all thought. 

And rolls through all things. Therefore am I 
still 

A lover of the meadows and the woods, 

And mountains: anfl of all that we behold 
From this green earth s of all the mighty world 
Of eye and ear, both what they half create. 

And what perceive ; well pleased to recognise 
In nature and the language of the sense, 

The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse. 

The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul 
Of all my moTal being. 

Nor perchance, 

If I were not thus taught, should I the moie 
Suffer my get>lal spirits to decay;* 
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For thou art with me, here, upon the banks 
C Of this fair river ; thou my dearest Friend, 

My dear, dear Friend, and in thy voice I catch 
The language of my former heart, and read 
My former pleasures in the shooting lights 
Of thy wild eyes. Oh ! yet a little while 
May 1 behold in thee what I was once. 

My dear, dear Sister ' and this prayer I make, 
Knowing that Nature never did betray 
The heart that loved her ; ’tis her privilege. 
Through all the years of this our life, to lead 
From joy to joy; for she can so inform 
The mind that is within us, so impress 
With quietness and beauty, and so feed 
With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues. 
Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men. 

Nor greeting where no kindness is, nor all 
Thp dreary intercourse of daily life, 

Mi all e’er prevail ^gainst us, or disturb 
Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold 
Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon 
Shine on thee In thy solitary walk ; 

And let thy misty mountain winds be free 
To blow against thee : and, »n after years, 

W r hen these wild ecstacies shall be matured 
Into a sober pleasure, when thy mind 
Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms. 

Thy memory be as a dwelling place 

For all sweet sounds and harmonies; oh ! then. 

If solitude, or fear/or pain, or grief, ' 

Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts 
Of tender joy wilt thou remember me, 

And these my exhortations! Nor, perchance, 

If I should be inhere I no more can hea* 
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I Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes theieli 
| gleams* } 

Of past existence, wilt thou then forget 
That on the banks of this delightful stream 
We stood together and that 1 so long 1 

A worshipper of Nature, hither came 
, Unwearied in that service ; rather say j 

With warmer love, Oh ! with far deeper zeal ! 

, Or holier love. Nor wilt thou then forget, j 

I That after many wanderings, many years j 

; Of absence, these deep woods and lofty cliffs, j 

. And this green pastoral landscape, were to me i 

| More dear, both for themselves and for thy sake. |j 
Wordsworth. i ; 


| DEATH OF AN INFANT. f 

! ' I 

, Death found strange beauty ortthat cherub brow j 

■ And dashed it out. There was a tint of rose j 

|On cheek and lip; — he touched the veins with ice, ! 

, And the rose faded. Forth from those blue eyes j 

■ There spoke a wistfu^tenderness, — a doubt 1 

| Whether to grieve or sleep, which innocence j 

tj Alone can wear. With ruthless haste, he bound | 
:The silken fringes of their curtaining lids | 

! For ever. There had been a murmuring sound j, 
With which the babe would claim its mother’s ear* j 
Charming her even to tears. The spoiler set 
| His seal of silence. Hut there beamed a smile 
So fixed and holy, from that marble brow— 

Death gazed and jleft it there he dared not steal 
The signet ring of Heaven. 


^SfOOURNBT. 
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THE CHILD’S WISH IN JUNE, 

Mother, mother, the winds are at play. 

Prithee, let me be Idle to day. 

Look, dear mother, the flowers all lie 
Languidly under the bright blue sky. 

See how slowly the streamlet glides; 

Look how the violet roguishly hides; 

Even the butterfly rests on the rose. 

Ami scarcely sips the sweet as he goes. 

Poor Tray is asleep in the noon-day sun, 

And the flies go about linn one by one ; 

And pussy sits near with a sleepy grace. 

Without ever thinking of washing her face. 
There flies a bird to a neighbouring tree. 

But very lazily flteth he. 

And he sits and twitters a gentle note, 

That scarcely ruffles his little throat. 

You bid me be busy ; but, mother, hear 
How the hum-drum grasshopper soundeth near. 
And the soft wind is so light in its play, 

It scarcely moves a leaf on the spray. 

I wish, oh, I wish, I was yonder cloud. 

That sails about with its misty shroud ; 

Books and work I no more should see. 

And I'd come and float, dear mother, o’er thee. 

Mns. Gilman. 




; 4 BSENCE * 

! 'Tis not the loss of love's assurance, 

I It is not doubting what thou art, 
j But Mis the too, too long endurance 
| Of absence, that afflicts my heart. 

i The fondest thoughts two hearts can cherish, 
j When each is lonely doomed to weep, 

I Are fruits on desert isles that perish, 

I Or riches buried in the deep. 

j What though, untouched by jealous madness. 
Our bosom's peace may fall to wreck; 

Th' undoubting heart, that breaks with sadness. 
Is but more slowly doomed to break. 

Absence 1 — Is not the soul torn by it 

From more than light, or life, or breath ! 

’Tis Lethe’s gloom, but not its*quiet, — 

The pain without the peace of death. 

Campbkll. 


J THE SABDATH. 

What spell has o’er the populous city past ? 
j The wonted current of its life is stayed ; 

Its sports, its gainful schemes are earthward cast. 
As though their vileness were at once displayed t 
The roar *of trade has ceased, and on the air 
Come holy songs and solemn sounds of prayer. 
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Far spreads the charm ! from every hamlet spire 
A note of rest, and heavenward thought is pealed ; 
By Ids calm hearth reclines the peasant sire ; 

The toil worn steed basks in the breezy field. 
Within, without, though farm and cottage biesi, 

*Tis one bright day of gladness and of rest. 

Down from the mountain dwellings whilst the dew 
Shines on the heath-bells, and the fern is bending 
In the fresh breeze, in festive garbs l view 

Childhood and age, and buoyant youth descend* 

inff- 

Cod I— who hast piled thy wonders round their 
home 

’Tis in their love they to thy temple come. 

A stately ship speeds o’er the mighty main— 

Oh ! many a league from our own happy land ; 
Vet from its heart aseends the choral strain ; 

For there its littfc isolated band. 

Amid the ocean desert’s awful roar 

Praise Him whose love links shore to distant shore. 

O’er palmy woods where summer radiance falls, 
lu the glad islands ofthe Indian main. 

What thronging crowds the missionary calls 

To raise to heaven the Christian's glorious strain 1 
Lo! wheic engirt by children of the sun. 

Stands the white man, and counts his victories won. 

In the fierce deserts of a distant zone. 

Mid savage nations, terrible and stern, 

A lonely atom, severed from his own. 

The traveller wends, death or renown to cam. 
Parched, fasting, weaned, verging to despair, 

He kneels— he prays, hope kindles in his prayer. 
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O'er the wide world, blest day, thine influence flies ; 

Rest o’er the sufferer spreads her balmy wings : 
hove wakes, joy dawns, praise fills the listening 
f skies ; 

I The expanding heart from earth's enchantment 
i springs : 

Hea\en, for one day, withdraws its ancient ban 
Unbars its gates, and dwells once more with man. 

■ William Howitt. 


ODE ON DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Comk, Disappointment, come ! 

Not in thy terrors clad ; 

Come in thy meekest, saddest guise ; 

Thy chastening rod but terrifies 
The restless and the bad. 

But I recline 

! Beneath thy shrine, 

j A lid round my brow resign'd thy peaceful cypress 
twine. * 

j 

j Tho, Fancy flies away 

I Before thy hallowed tread, 

j Yet Meditation in her cell, 

Dears with faint car, the hng’nng knell, 
j That tell her hopes are dead ; 

} And though the tear 

| . By chance appear, 

j Yet she cab smile, and say. My all was not laid here. 
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Come, Disappointment, come I 
Tho’ from hope's sumhnt hurl’d. 

Still, rigid nurse, thou art forgiven. 

For thou severe were sent from heaven. 

To wean me fiom the world ; 

To turn mine eye 
From vanity, 

And point to scenes of bliss that never, never die. 

What Is this passing scene ? 

A peevish April day 1 
A little sun - a little rain. 

And then night sweeps along the plain. 

And all things fade away. 

! Man (soon discuss'd) 

| ields up his trust. 

And all his hopes and fears lie with him in the dust. 

Oh, what Is'oeauty’s power ? 

It flourishes and dies, 

Will the cold earth its silence break. 

And tell how soft how smooth a cheek 
Beneath its surface l^es ? 

Mute, mute is all. 

O’er beauty's fall. 

Her praise resounds no more when mantled in her 
pall. 

The most belovM on earth 
Not long survives to-day; 

So music past is obseletc. 

And yet 'twas sweet, ’twas passing sweet, 

But now 'tis gone away. 
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Thus does the shade 
j In megiory fade, 

When in forsaken tomb the form belov’d is laid. 

Then since this world is vain, i 

And volatile, and fleet. 

Why should I lay up earthly joys. 

Where rust corrupts, where moth destroys. 

And cares and sorrows eat ? 1 

Why fly from ill 
W'ith anxious skill. 

When soon this hand will freeze, this trobbing 
heart be still ? 

Come, Disappointment, come ! 

Thou art not stern to me ; 

Sad monitress ! I own thy sway, 

A votary sad m early day, 

I bend my knee to thee, 

From sun to sun 
My race will run, 

: 1 only bow, and say, My God, thy will be done ! 

H . K. White, 


HOMES AND GRAVES. 

How beautiful a world were ours, 

But for the pale and shadowy One 
That treadeth on its pleasant flowers. 
And stalketh in its sun! 

Glhd, childhood needs the lore of Time 
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To show the phantom overhead ; 

But where's the breast, U fore its prime. 
That earned not its dead i 
The moon that looketh on whose home 
in all its eucuit fees no tomb ? 


It was an ancient tyrant's thought 
To link the living with the dead: 
Some secret of the soul had taught 
That lesson dark and dread I 
And, oh ! we bear about us still. 

The dreary moral of his art ; 

Some form that lieth, pale and chill. 
Upon each living heart, — 

Tied to the memory, till a wave 
Shall lay them in one common grave 1 


To Boyhootf hope — to Manhood fears 1 
Alas 1 Alas !' that each bright home 
Should be a nursing place of tears, 

A cradle for the tomb! 

If childhood setth all things loved 
W here Home’s unshadtowy shadows wove 
The old man's treasure hath removed,— 
He looked to the grave; 

For grave and home lie sadly blent, 

W herever spreads yon firmament. 

A few short years, and then, the Boy 
Shall miss beside the household hearth. 
Some treasure from his store of joy. 

And find it act on earth; 



A shade within its saddened walls 
•Shall sit in somtfcbeloved's room, 

And one dear name, he vainly calls. 

He written on a tomb; 

And ye have learnt, from all beneath. 

Ills first, dread, bitter taste of death t 

And years glide on, til) Manhood's come; 
And where the young, glad faces were. 
Perchance the one bright happy home 
Hath many a vacant ehatr: 

A darkness, from the church-yard shed. 
Hath fallen on each familiar room. 

And much of all Home's light hath fled. 
To moulder In the tomb ; 

And household gifts the Memory saves, 
Hut help to count the household graves. 

Then Homes and Graves the heart divide. 
As they divide the outer worfd ; 

But drearier days must yet betide. 

Etc .Sorrow’s wings he furled ; 

When more within the churchyard lie 
Than sit and sadlyasmile at home. 

Till Home unto the old man’s eye 
Itself appears a Tomb, 

And his tired spirit asks the Grave 
For all the home it longs to have I 

It shall be so, it shall he so! 

Go bravely trusting— trusting on; 

Bear up a few v short years, and lo ! 

The Grave and Home are erne I 
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And then, the bright ones gone before. 
Within another, happier home. 

Are waiting fonder thud* before. 

Until the old man come : 

A Home where but the lij ie-tiees wave ; 

Like Childhood, it hath not a grave ! 

T. K. Hervev. 


FEELING. 


Feeling,— what art thou ? wherefore wert thou 
given f 

To be the cij^se, or bliss, of man below ? 

A shining taper sent from kindly heaven, 

To joy and cheer him, 'midst earth's scenes of 
woe : 

To shed thy genial and softening ray. 

Like sunshine, on his elsfi cold, gloomy way. 


Thou art a mystery; thy mighty spell 

From nature springs, and is unknown to art, 
'Tis potent, quick, and iiresistible, — 

As from the deep recesses of the heart 
It springs and shines within the tear gemmed eye, 
The flushed, or pallid cheek, the smile or sigh. 
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Thou art a monarch ; — for thou holdest sway 
O’er every passion of the human heart,— 

Grief, Joy, Jove, hatred, — all do thee obey • 
Each acts subordinate its varied part 
As thou directcst:— *o thou art the cause 
Of all our pleasures, or of all our woes. 

And thou art lowly, — seekest not to dwell 
Among the high born, and the wealthy great ; 
j (Though some may strive their vices to conceal, 

| With using of thy form : base counterfeit ; ) 
j But with the humble and the poor most found. 
Shedding thy halo of affection round. 

| Oh 1 thou art lovely in affliction’s hour. 

When care and sorrow do the soul oppress. 

How holy then ! how beauteous is thy power ! 

'Tislike the dew upon the parched grass; 

As, wearing friendship’s form, feeling appears 
To soothe our anguish, and to JVy our tears. 

Vet thou dost change— in the spring tide of youth, 

J Thou rushest with impetuosity 
j Gown the full streamf of nature, and of truth ; 

Alas! neglecting to let reason be 
Thy pilot, how many wreck on error's sands 
Which, glittenng, snare young, headstrong, heed- 
less bands. 

But as old age creeps on— thou growest calm. 

Thou hast been saddened by the griefsof years j 
Yet time, that wounds, can also yield a balm ; 

For* chastened by its flight feeling appears 
E* - 
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Like gold, that in thefurnac*| has been tried. 
Refined from every blemish, —purified. 

Thou givest pleasure : — oh, how sweet to fee! 

The power of love I affection's silken ties ; 

And mark the ways m which thou dost reveal 
Deep, mutual, glowing, heartfelt sympathies ; 
Dear feeling I there are joys within thy sphere. 
Sent from above— of heaven a foretaste here. 

Thou givest pain; — when from loved friends we 
part, 

Perchance divided by the hand of death; 

Or, when we, writhing ’neath the cruel smart 
Of falsehood, treachery, or broken faith : 

Yet still, with all these pangs thou art a bliss. 

We would not change for stoic's fancied ease. 

t 

Thou y Eldest pleasure, and thou causest pain, 
Would’st be a curse were there no Heaven above ; 
How sweet to know there is I where, met again. 
Will be the friends whom here we deeply love; 
And feeling then to purest'blis* give birth, 

Aud rapturous joys, that are denied to earth. 

A.von. 




67 


| FORGET THEE I 

!| “Forost thee V * — If to dream by night, and 
muse on thee by day ; 

j If all the worship deep and wild a poet’s heart 
| can pay ; 

1 If prayers in absence, breathed for thee to Hea- 
ven’s protecting power ! 

j If winged thoughts that flit to thee— a thousand in 
j an hour; — 

! If busy Fancy blending thee with all roy future 
! lot, 

j If this thou call’st “forgetting thou indeed 
j shalt be forgot 1 


" Forget thee?”— Rid the forest birds forget their 
sweetest tune r 

“Forget thee?” — Bid the sea forget to swell 
beneath the moon 5 

Bid the thirsty flowers forget to drink the eve’s 
refreshing dew ! 

Thyself forget thine “ own dear land,” and its 
*' mountains wild and blue 

Forget each old familiar face, each long reraem- 
# bered spot ; 

When*these things are forgot by thee, then thou 
shall be forgot ! 
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Keep, if thou wilt, thy maiden peace, still calm 
and fancy free; 

Fox God forbid thy gladsome heart should grow 
less glad for me ; 

Yet, while that heart is still unwon, oh, bid not 
mine to rove. 

But let it move in humble faith, and uncomplain- 
ing love ; 

If these, preserved for patient years, at last avail 
me not. 

Forget me then; — but ne’er believe that thou 
canst be forgot! 

Moultrie. 


THE SNOW DROP. 

There is a flower, a fragile flower. 

The first-born of the early spring. 

That sheds its sweets, and blooms its hour. 
Ere summer sheds it* azure wing. 

Upon the earth’s pure breast of snow 
The infant blossoms lowly bend, 

Pale as the maiden’s cheek of woe. 

Bereft of every earthly friend. 

1 hail thy coining, gentle flower. 

Not simply that thou com’st alone ; 

Thou'rt welcome to me as the hour 

That shines at those of youth hjive shone. 


__ it : 
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Fair herald of the blushing year. 

Life** messenger without its stain. 

The promised time of flowers is near. 

And earth shall yet be green again. 

*Tls thine to tell of joyous spring. 

When earth unlocks its fragrant stores. 
And gentle winds arc breathed to bring 
The wandering birds from distant shores. 

Over the world’s deep solitudes 

A bright and gladdening smile is east, 

And if a thought of gloom intiudes, 

*Tis of the winter that is past. 

Avon. 


THE PAUPER’S DEATH-BED. 

Tread softly— bow the head— 

In reverent sTlence bow — 

No passing bell doth toll. 

Vet an immortal soul 
Is passing now. 

Stranger 1 how great soe’er 
With lowly reveience bow; 
There's one that poor shed— 
•One by that wretched bed — 

’ Gjreater than thou. 
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Beneath that pauper roof, 

Lo I Death doth keep his state. 
Enter - no crowds attend — 

Enter - no guards defend 
This palace gate. 

That pavement damp and cold. 
No smiling courtiers tread ; 

One silent woman stands 
Chafing with pale thin hands 
A dy ing head. 


No busy murmurs sound — 

An infant wail alone; 

A sob suppressed— again 
That short deep gasp, and then 
The parting groan. 

Oh I chang%— oh wondrous change ! 

Burst are the prison bars — 

This moment there, so low. 

So agonized, and now 
Beyond the stars ! ^ 

Oh ! change stupendous change ! 

There lies the soulless clod ; 

The sun eternal breaks— 

The new immortal wakes— 

Wakes with his God. 

Mrs* Southey. 
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La CHILD’S FIRST IMPRESSION OF A STAR. 

Shu had been told that God made all the stars 
That twinkled up In heaven, and now she stood 
Watching the coming of the twilight oil. 

As if it were a new and perfect world. 

And this were its first eve. How beautiful 
Must be fhc work of Nature to a child. 

In its first impression I Laura stood 
By the low window, with the silken lash 
Of her soft eye upraised, and her sweet mouth 
* 1 Half parted with the new and strange delight 

Of beauty that she could not comprehend 
And had not seen before. The purple folds 
Of the low snnset clouds, and the blue sky 
That looked so still and delicate above. 

Filled her young heart with gladness, and the eve 
Stole on with its deep shadows, and she still 
Stood looking at the west with that half smile 
As if a pleasant thought were at her heart. 
Presently in the edgft of the last tint 
Of sunset, where the blue was melted in 
To the faint golden mellowness, a Star 
Stood suddenly. A laugh of wild delight 
Burst from her lips, and, putting up her hands# 
Her Bimple thought broke forth expressively, 

«' Father, dear Father, God has made a Star I” 

N. P. Willis. 
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THE FIRST GRIEF, 


*• Oh call my brother back to me, 

I cannot play alone ; 

The summer comes with flower and bee,— 
Where is my brother gone ? 


** The butterfly is glancing bright 
Across the sunbeam’s track : 

I care not now to chase its flight,— 

Oh I call my brother back l 

*• The flowers run wild — the flowers we sowed 
Around our garden tree ; 

Our vine is drooping with its load ; 

Oh I call him back to me 1” 

" He would not hear my voice fair child! 

He may not conae to thee ; 

The face that once like spring-time smiled* 
On earth no more thoWlt see. 


*• A rose's brief bright life of joy. 

Such unto him was given ! — . 

Go 1 thou must play alone, my boy t 
Thy brother is m Heaven." 

** And has he left the birds and flowers f 
And muBt I call in vain ? 

And, through the long, long summer hot rs. 
Will he not come again I 
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«* And by the br^ok and In the glade. 

Are all our wanderings o’er? — 

Oh 1 while my brother with roe played. 
Would I had loved him more 1” 

II PHANS. 


AUTUMN FLOWERS. 

Those few pale Autumn flowers! 

How beautiful they are ! 

Than all that went before. 

Than all the summer store, 

Ilow lovelier far 1 

And why ? — They are the last— 

The last ! — the last !— the last! 
O, by that little word, • 

How many thoughts are stirred I 
That sister of the past ! 

Pale flowers '— Palp perishing flowers 1 
Ye’re types of precious things ; 
Types of those bitter moments. 

That flit like life’s enjoyments. 

On rapid, rapid wings. 

Last hours with parting dear ones, 
(That time the fastest spends) 
Last tears in silence shed, 

Lifstwords, half uttered, 

Last looks of dying friends 1 
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Who but would fain compress 
A life into a day : 

The last day spent with one. 

Who, e'er the morrow’s sun. 

Must leave us, and for aye ! 

O, precious, precious moments! I 

Pale flowers ! ye’re types of those— 

The saddest! sweetest! dearest I 
Because, like those, the nearest 
Is an eternal close. 

Pale flowers I Pale perishing flowers 1 
I woo your gentle breath : 

T leave the summer rose 
For younger, blither brows. 

Tell me of change and death 1 

Caroline Bowles. 


THE FIRST WANDERER. 


Creation's Heir 1 — the first, the last. 

That knew the world his own. 

Vet stood he, 'mid his kingdom vast 
A fugitive— o'erthrown I— 

Faded afid frail the glorious form. 

And changed the soul within. 

While pain, and grief, and strife, and storm. 
Told the dark secret— sin t 
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II. 

i 

Unaided and alone on earth, 

He bade the heavens give ear 
But every star that sang his birth 
Kept silence in its sphere:— 

He saw round Eden's distant steep 
Angelic legions stray j 
Alas ! they were but sent to keep 
His guilty foot away I 

III. 

Then turn’d he reckless to his own. 
The world before him spread 
But Nature’s was an altered tone. 

And spoke rebuke and dread. 

Fierce thunder peal and rocking gale. 
Answered the storm-swept#ea. 
While crushing forests join'd the wail. 
And all said—" Cursed for thee." 

• IV ’ 

This, spoke the lion’s prowling roar ; 

And this, the victim’s cry; 

This, written in defenceless gore. 

For ever met his eye I 
And not alone each fiercer power 
Proclaim’d just heaven's decree ; 
The faded leaf, the dying flower. 
Alike said— “ Cursed for thee F 
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V. 

Though mortal, doomed to many a length 
Of life’s now narrow span. 

Son’s rose around in pride and strength*— 
They, tqo, proclaimed the ban I 
'Twas heard amid their hostile spears; 

Owned in the murderer's doom ; 

Seen in the widow’s silent tears ; 

Felt in the infant's tomb. 

VI. 

Ask not the Wanderer's after fate. 

His being, birth, or name ; 

Enough that all have shared his state, 

That Man is still the same I— 

Still briar and thorn his life o’ergrow. 

Still strived his soul within,— 

And pain, and care, and sorrow show 

The same dark secret— sin I Anon. 


MONODY ON GENIUS. 

Tnrrk is a certain pleasure in the tear 

Shed lor the great, whose burning thoughts re- 
tain. 

An immortality behind him here, 

Upkindling others in the living brain, * 
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That muses on them, even as a strain 
Forgotten, with new nelody awakes, 

At some sweet song. Oh yet there doth remain 
A something which of death a glory makes. 

That withers not through age, nor changes, nor 
forsakes ! 

Oh ! there be names that wear an halo round them. 
The beauty of whose splendour fadeth not. 

And this world’s narrow limits only bound them 
In their far journey. Men and empires not. 
Proud cities fall and are the homes of —what ? 
The bittern and the serpent. Nothing can 
The name of genius from memory blot, 
Worshipp’d when first its glorious race began. 

And will the spirit haunt the last of living man? 

Oblivion’s voiceless waters may not roll. 

In darkness over thee, thou gifted one ? 

For that undying flame which fired thy soul. 
Kindled m some bright region of the sun. 
Remains undmun’d behind thee, Years may run 
Their never-ceasing round, and slow decay 
Fall like a shadow tfils green earth upon. 

The heavens dissolve, the star-orbs roll away, 

: All fade, except the mind's imperishable ray. 

I Danijel. 
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THE EVENING HYMN. 


How many days, with mute adieu 
Have gone down yon untrodden sky 
And still It looks as dear and blue. 

As when it first was hung on high. 

The rolling sun, the frowning cloud 
That drew the lightning in its rear. 

The thunder tramping deep and loud. 

Have left no foot-mark there. 

The village bells, with silver chime. 

Come softened by the distant shore; 
Though I hai^e heard them many a time. 
They never rung so sweet before. 

A silence rests upon the hill, 

A listening awe pervades the air; 

The very flowers are shut, and still. 

And bowed, as if In prayer. 

And in this hushed and breathless close. 
O’er earth, and air, and sky, and sea. 
That still low voice, in silence goes. 

Which speaks alone, great God ! of thee. 
The whispering leaves, the far-off brook. 
The linnet’s warble, fainter grown. 

The hive-bonnd bee, the lonely rook,~»‘ 
All these their Maker own. 
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Now shine the starry hosts of light. 

Gating on earth with golden eyes; 

Bright guardians of the blue-browed night 1 
What are ye In your native skies f 
1 know not ! neither can 1 know. 

Nor on what leader ye attend. 

Nor whence ye came, nor whither go, 

Nor what your aim or end. 


I know they must be holy things. 

That from a roof so sacred shine. 
Whore sounds the beat of angel-wings. 
And footsteps echo all divine. 

Their mysteries I never sought, 

Nor hearkened to what Science tells. 
For, oh 1 m childhood 1 was taught. 
That God amidst them dwells. 


The darkening woods, the fading trees. 
The grasshopper’s last feeble sound. 
The flowers just wakened by the breeze. 
All leave the stftlncss more profound. 
The twilight takes a deeper shade. 

The dusky pathways blacker grow. 
And silence reigns in glen and glade; 
All, all is mute below. 


And other eves as sweet as this, 

Will close upon as calm a day. 
And, sinking down the deep abyss. 
Will, like the last, be swept away j 
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Until eternity is gained. 

That boundless sea without a shore. 

That without tune for ever reigned. 

And will, when time's no more. 

Now nature sinks in soft repose, 

A living semblance of the grave ; 

The dew steals noiselessly on the rose. 

The boughs have almost ceased to wave; 
The silent sky, the sleeping earth, 

Tree, mountain, stream, the humble sod. 
All tell from whom they had their birth. 
And cry, •* Behold a God 1” 

Miller. 

THEY TELL ME FRIENDSHIP’S BUT A 
FLOWER. 

They tell me friendship’s but a flower. 
Which fortune’s sun-rays cherish; 

And that in trouble’s stormy hour. 

Its fragile sweets will perish. 

But sure that plant, of growth divine, 

Will lose its freshness never; 

But still, in fragrant bl >om, entwine 
Round faithful hearts for ever ! 

Then tell mo not that friendship fades. 

Like ivy, summer-cherish’d, 

Its shelt’nng tendrils green it spreads. 

When cares the heart have perish’d. 

It knows no change, it feels no blight. 

No storms have pdwer to sever 
So fondly firm true hearts unite ; 

And friends are friends for ever J ■ 
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PRAYER. 

* 

How purely, true, how deeply warm 
The inly-breathed appeal may be, 
Though adoration wears no form 
In upraised hand or bended knee. 

One Spmt fills all boundless space 
No limit to the when or where; 

And little recks the time or place 

That leads the soul to praise and prayer. 

Father above. Almighty One, 

Creator, is that worship vain 
That hails each mountain as thy throne, 
Ami finds an univfrs il fane > 

When shining stars 01 sptngled sod 
Call forth devotion, who shall dare 
To blame, or tell n e that a God 

Will never deign to hear such prayer } 

Oh ! prayer is good when many pour 
Their voices in one solemn tone. 
Conning their sacred lessons o‘ei , 

Or yielding Lhank^for mercies shown. 
’Tis good to see the quiet train 
Forget their world y joy amt care. 

While loud response and choral strain 
Re-echo in the house of prayer. 

But often have I stood to maik 

The selling sun and closing flower: 
When silence and the gathering dark 
Miedjioly ealnme&s o’er the lioui , 

V * • 
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Lone on the hills my rou! confess'd 
More rapt and burning homage there 
And served the Maker it address’d 
With stronger^zeal and closer prayer. 


When watching those we love and prize 
Till all of life and hope be fled ; 

When we have gazed on sightless eyes. 
And gently stayed the falling head— 
Then what can soothe the stricken breast. 
What solace overcome despair. 

What earthly breathing can impart 
Such healing balm as lonely prayer ? 


When fears and perils thicken fast. 

And many dangers gather round ; 
When human aid is vain and past, 

No mortal rgfuge to be found— 

Then we can firmly lean on Heaven, 

And gather strength to meet and bear ; 
No matter wheic the storm has driven. 

A saving anchor lives in prayer. 


Oh, God ! how beautiful the thought. 

How merciful the blest decree. 

That grace can e’er be found when sought. 
And nought shut out the soul from Thee. 
The cell may CTamp, the fetters gall. 

The flame may scorch, the rack may tearj 
But torture stake or prison wall 

Can be endured with faith and prayer. 
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In desert wilds, in midnight gloom. 

In grateful joy, in trying pain. 

In laughing youth#or nigh the tomb. 

Oh I when is prayer unheard or vain ? 

The Infinite, the King of Kings 

Will never heed the when or where. 

He’ll never reject a heart that brings 
The offering of fervent prayer. 

Eliza Coojk. 


THE DEATH OF THE RIGHTEOUS. 


This place i6 holy ground, • 

World, wi th thy cares, away ! 
Silence and darkness reign around, 
Butlo! the break of day j 
W hat bright and sadden dawn appears 
To shine upon this scene of tears? 


'Tis not the morning light 
That wakes the lark to sing, 

'Tis not a meteor of the night. 

Nor track of angel’s wing ; 

It is an uncreated beam, 

Like that which shone on Jacob's dream. 
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Eternity and Time 

Met for a moment here. 

From earth to heaven, a scale sublime 
Rested on either sphere. 

Whose steps a saintly figure tiod. 

By Death’s cold hand led home to God. 

He landed in our view, 

'Midst flaming hosts above. 

Whose ranks stood silent while he drew, 
Nigh to the throne of love. 

And meekly took the lowest seat. 

Yet nearest his Redeemer's feet. 

Thrill’d with ecstatic awe. 

Entranced our spirits fell, 

And saw— yet wist now what they saw. 
And heard— no tongue can tell 
What sound the car of rapture caught. 
What glory fill’d the eye of thought. 

Thus, far above the pole. 

On wings of mounting fire, 

Faith may pursue the e franchised soul 
But soon her pinions tire j 
It is not given to mortal man 
Eternal mysteries to scan. 

Behold the bed of death, 

This pale and lovely clay— 

Heard ye the sob of parting breath ; 

Mark'd ye the eye’s last ray ? 

No— life so sweetly ceased to be, 

It lapsed in immortality. 
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Could tears revive the dead, 

Rivers would^well our eyes ; 

Could sighs recall the spirit fled. 

We would not quench our sighs. 

Till love resumed this altered mien 
And all the embodied soul were seen. 

Bury the dead— and weep 
In stillness o'ei the loss ; 

Bury the dead — in Christ they sleep. 

Who bore on earth his cross. 

And from the grave their dust shall rise 
In his own image to the skies. 

Montgomery. 


THE BURIAL. 

*Tis past— that mould of heavy hue. 

That backward rolls again. 

Hath closed from ever from our view 
The form we watched in vain t 
And cold and narrow is the place 
Where lock’d in death’s abhorred embrace. 
That form must still remain; 

Till nerve and artery, flesh and bone 
Shall be as dust, and dust alone. 

And is this spot, so damp and dim, 

.This dark and cheerless cell, 

Now the sole resting place of him 
BeloVed so long, so well ! 
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God ! it is painful hence * o steer. 
And think that one so lately dear, 
in such a scene should dwell ; 
His latest garb the sod new prest. 
And the long worm his only guest. 


And free the peasant's path is made. 

Across this spreading stone — • 

As though the bones before him laid 
Were common as his own ! 

Such might they be — but yet the mind 
Which the cold clay beneath enshrined. 
Was of no vulgar tone ; 

Nay, it was one whose light should save 
Its owner’s memory from the grave. 


The pulse that throbbed at pity’s call. 

The hand was stretched to woe, 

The full free heart that felt for all. 

Keep motionless below ! 

That cheek hath lost it^ rudy dye, 

And rayless rests that beaming eye. 

Where mirth was wont to glow ! 

All, all, that friendship’s soul could cheer. 
In loneliness must moulder here. 


*Tls sad to mark that skull-decked hearse. 
That solemn pall and plume— 

The slow said-prayer, the chaunted vfcrse, 
The cof&n and its gloom ! 
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And still what^re they ?— things of show. 

That shed a borrowed air of woe. 

About the quiet tomb; 

Mere shadowy emblems, formed to scare 
The pitying spirits lingering there. 

Oh ! if the atheiest’s words were true. 

If those we seek to save, 

—Sink — and in sinking from our viow 
Are lost beyond the grave ! 

If life thus closed— how dark and drear 
Would this bewildered earth appear. 

Scarce worth the dust it gave, 

A tract of black sepulchral gloom 
One yawning, ever opening tomb. 

Blest be that strain of high belief, 

More heaven like, more|ublime. 

Which says, that souls that part in grief. 

Part only for a time 
That far beyond this 9peck of pain. 

Far oYt the gloomy grave’s domain. 

There spread^ brighter clime. 

Where care and toil, and trouble o’er, 

FriendB meet, and, meeting, weep no more. 

Thomas Furlong, 
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| THE VILLAGE CHURCH-YARD. 

; What a varying scene is a village church yard, 

! How solemn, how sad, then how gay; 

How ott has the mourner wept over its sod 
How oft has the foot of the mirth! ul trod 
j Its paths on a festive day ! 

*Tis the Sabbath morn, and the pealing bell 
Tolls deep from the ivied tower; 

While the oaken porch and the neighbouring yew 
Are throng’d by the crowds who attend to renew 
Their \ ows at that sacred hour. 

With that holy calm, that composuie of soul. 

Which is joy though devoid of mirth : 

With devotion diffusing sweet peace through the 
breast. 

They hail the return of the day of rest. 

Which to them is a heaven on earth. 

It is evening— and now fromdhe turret grey 
Tolls forth a more solemn sound; 

And 1 see in the distance a funeral train, 

As they silently move o’er the village plain. 

To the gate of the hallow’d ground, 

j It was lately I stood by a sister’s grave, 

| My heart has not ceased to feel ; 
j I follow’d her corse to its holy cell, 
l wept as I listen’d her funeral knell— 

There was anguish in its peal. a ' 
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And now as I join with the sorrowing band, 

1 can hear the low Bursting sigh ; 

’Tis the moment the beautiful prayer has been said, I 
And the earth has been closed o’or the loved one 
dead— 

How deep is the agony ! 

But the evening is pass’d, and the mourners are 
gone, 

And the morn rises smiling and gay ; 

And now, oh how changed is Lhe village green. 

How changed is the church- yard where sadness had 
been. 

On the eve of the Sabbath day I 

On the pathway that leads to the oaken porch. 

Young maidens have strewn fresh flowers. 

And lightly steps o’er the beautiful bride. 

With the innocent gayncss of mratpride. 

As blithe as in childhood’s hours. 

And now th’ old tower rings a merry peal. 

And in many a heart^here is mirth'; 

But a sigh will arise, though I smile on the maid. 

As I turn to the snot where so lately was laid 
That corse in its cold, cold earth. 

' For oh ! what is life ? — ’tis a varying scene. 

Like a church-yard, from solemn to gay; 

And religion alone can difthse through the whole 
That devotional calm, which each worshiper's soul 
Enjoyed on the sabbath-day. 


Anon. 
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PASSING AWAY, 


I asicp-d the stars in the pomp of night, 

{Gilding its blackness with crowns of light. 

Bright with beauty ami girt with power. 

Whether eternity were not in their power ; 

And dirge like music stole from their spheres 
Bearing this message to mortal ears : 

“We have no light that has not been given. 

We have no strength but shall soon be riven, 

We have no power wherein man may trust. 

Like him are we, tilings of tune and dust ; 

And the legend we blazon with beam and ray, 

And the song of our silence is — Passing away,*' 

“We shall fade in our beauty, tho’fair and bright. 
Like lamps that have served for a festive night } 

We shall fall from our spheres, the old and strong, 
Like rose leaves swept by tne breeze along ; 

The worshipped as Gods in the olden day, 

We shall be like a vain dream— Passing away." 

From the stars of heaven, and the flowers of earth. 
From the pageant of pow’r, and tbe voice of mirth. 
From the mists of morn on the mountain’s brow. 
From childhood’s song, and aff ections vow. 

From all save that o'er which the soul beprrf sway. 
Breathes but one record— Passing away. 


I 
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' Passing away,— siugathe breerc and rill, 

"As they sweep on their course by valeaml hill 
I Through the varying scenes of each earthly clime, 
'Tis the lesson of nature, the voice of time— • 

And man at last like his fathers grey, 

Writes in his own dust— Passing away. 

Mias Jewsburt. 


HOPES OF IMMORTALITY. 

O what were life. 

Even in the warm and summer-light of joy. 

Without those hopes that, hke refreshing gales 
At evening from the sea, come o’er the soul. 
Breathed from the ocean of eternity i 
—And oh ! without them who could bear the storms 
That fall, in roaring blackness, o’er the waters 
, Of agitated life I Then hopes arise 
I All round our sinking soul, like those lair birds 
| O’er whose soft plume# the tempest hath no power, 
i Waving their snow-white wirigB amid the darkness 
And wiling us with gentle motion, «n 
To some calm island ! on whose silvery strand 
Dropping at one, they fold their silent pinions. 

And as we touch the shores of paradise. 

In love and beauty walk around our feet ( 

Wilson. 
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MISSIONARY HYMN. 

From Greenland’s icy mountains. 
From India’s coral strand. 
Where* Afric’s sunny fountains 
Roll down their golden sand 5 
From many an ancient river. 
From many a balmy plain. 
They call us to deliver 

Their land from error’s chain. 


W T hat though the spicy breetea 
Blow soft on Ceylon's isle. 
Though every prospect pleases. 
And only man is vile ; 

In vain with lavish kindness, 
The gifts of God are strewn. 
The heathen, in hit blindness. 
Bows down to wood and stone. 


Shall we whose souls arc lighted 
With wisdom from on high. 
Shall we to man benighted 
The lamp of life deny ? 
Salvation 1 oh, salvation I 
The joyful sound proclaim, 
Till each remotest nation 
Has learnt Messiah's name. 
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Waft, waft ye winds his story 
And you, ye waters, roll 
Till like a sea*of glory, 

It spreads from pole to pole 1 
Till o’er our ransom’d nature. 

The Lamb for siuners slain. 

Redeemer, King, Creator, 

In bliss returns to reign, 

Hhheh. 


THE DAY OF WRATH, 

The day of wrath ! — that dreadful day. 
When heaven and earth shall pass away, 
What power shall be tbe sinner’s stay ? 
Whom shall he trust that dreadful day t 


When shrivellinf^likc a parched scroll, 

The flaming heavens together roll ; 

When, louder yet, and yet more dread. 

Swells the high trump that wakes the dead. 

Oh, on that day, that wrathful day. 

When man to judgment wakes from clay. 

Be thou, O Christ I the sinner’s stay. 

Though heaven and earth shall pass away j 
* , Sir Walter Scott, 
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THE PLACE OF REST. 

Thkrr is an hour of peaceful rest 
To mourning wanderers given ; 

There ib a tear for souls distrest, 

A balm for every wounded breast— 

'Tis found above — in heaven ! 

There is a soft, a downy bed, 

’Tis fair as breath of even ; 

A couch for weary mortals spread. 

Where they may rest the aching head 
And find repose in heaven. 

There is a home for weary souls, 

By sin and sorrow driven 

When tost on life’s tempestuous shoals. 

Where storms arise, and ocean rolls. 

And all is drear — but heaven I 

Faith thither lifts the tearful eye. 

The heart with anguish riven : 

And views the tempest passing by. 

The evening shadows quickly fly 
AH — all serene— in heaven 1 

There fragrant flowers immortal bloom. 

And joys supreme are given ; 

There rays divine disperse the gloom 

Beyond the confines of the tomb 
Appears the dawn of heaven I 

Anon. 
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REMINISCENCES. 

Whi n twilight steals upon the hour, 

And over every herb and flower, 

That sweetly woo* the sighing gale. 

In rushy mead or forest dale : 

A silence creeps— when nought is heard 
Save now and then that love-lorn bird. 

That wakes when others sleep, and throws 
A tuneful magic o’er the boughs. 

And all is hush'd, save chance, the tread 
Of woodman to his lowly bed. 

Wending his lone but cheerful way 
To where is seen that distant ray 
Of light from casement thrown, which tells 
Where blest with health, contentment dwells ; 
— At such an hour — sucli holy hour — 

Be’t mine, in some far hidden bower. 

To sit with her whose rosy smif£ 

Could every thorn of life beguile : 

And hours should pass unheeded by. 

Win le I might gaze upon that eye, 

And kiss that polish W marble brow. 

Before which kings might deign to bow. 

Oh f 1 remember well, when we 
Exchanged our vows of constancy. 

When first thy tender lips oonfest, 

Love not a stranger to thy breast ; 

And months and almost years haye pass'd 
But that blest moment’s not effaced — 

A moment such 4 as few there are 
In this ( wide world of woe and care— 


96 


A moment snatch'd from Time's swift wing 
To breathe a blest halcyon wring. 

That gentle sigh, which breath’d thy love 
Was wafted far to realms above— 

The sigh which has no sadness, yet 
Felt once, one never can forget— 

The sigh which tells our heart Is given. 

To one dear object and to heaven. 

Anon. 


Thbrk is an eye that never sleeps 
Beneath the wing of night j 
There is an ear that never shuts, 

When sinks the beam of light. 

There is an arm that never tires, 

When b iraan strength gives way ; 

There is a love that never fails 
When earthly loves decay. 

That eye is fix’d on seraph throng# ; 

That ear is fill’d w ah angel s songs j 
That arm upholds the world on high; 

That love is throned beyond the sky. 

But there's a power which man can wield 
When mortal aid is vain 
That eye, that arm, that love to reach. 
That listening ear to gam. 

That power is Prayer, which soars on high, 
And feeds on bliss beyond the sky I 

Anon. 
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T <J A ^T*R 


ABOUT TO FMBARK ON A MISSIONARY ENTJEAPRI8B. 

Osistfr* sister l hath the memory 
Of other years no power upon thy soul, 

That thus with tearless tye thou leavest me— 

And an unfilUrmg voice — to come no more? 

Hast thou forg< t, fnend of my better days, 

Hast thou forgot the early, innocent joys 
Of our rcmottst childhood , when our lives 
Were linked in one, and our youug heart* bloomed 
out 

I ike % Jolt t bells upon the self same stein. 

Pouring the dewy odours of life’s spring 
Into each other h bosom — all the bright 
And sorrowless thoughts of a colliding love* 

And intermingled vows, and blossoming hopes 
Of future good, and infant dreams of bliss. 

Budding and breathing sunnily about them. 

As crimson spotted cu^s, m spring time, hang 
On all the delicate fibres of the vine ? 

And where, O, where are the unnumbered vows 
We made, my sister at the twilight fall, 

A thousand times, and the still starry hours 
Of the dew glistening eve— in many a walk 
By the green bordi rs of our native stream* 

And in the chequered shade of these old oaks— | 
The moonlight silvering p'c* each mossy trunk, j 
And evyry bough, as an jEolian harp, I 

Full of* the solemn ehaunt of the low breeae ? 
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Thou hast forgotten this— and 6tandcst here. 
Thy hand in mine, and hearest, even now. 

The rustling wood, the »tir of falling haves, 
And— hark !— the far off Aurmur of the brook 1 


$?ay, do not weep, tny sister J— do not speak — 
jtfow know 1, by the tone, and by the eye 
Of tenderness, with many tears lx dimmed. 

Thou hast renumbered all. 1 bou mcasurest well 
The work tint is before thee, and the joys 
That are be hmd Now be the ]nst forgot— 

The youthful love, the hearth light and the home, 
£ong, tlance, and story, and tin vows— the vows 
That we change not, ami pait not unto death— 
Yea, all the sjuuts ot departed bliss. 

That even now, like spit its of the dead, 

Seen dimly in the living mourner’s dieams. 

And trilling, ever and anon, the notes 

Long loved of old. — O hear them, hetdthem not. 

Press on 1 for, li lie the fairies ot llio tale. 

That mocked, unseen, the tempted traveller. 

With power alone o er those who gave them eir, 
They would but turnjthet from thy higl resolve. 
Then look not back 1 O, triumph in the strength 
Of an exalted purpose' Fagle nke. 

Press sunward on. Thou shalt not be alone. 

Have but an eye on God, as surely God 
Will have an eye on thee— Pres* on 1 press on! 

Tiiatc utrn 
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THfi HAPPY MAN. 

I 

Hk is the happy man, whose life e’en now 
Shows somewhat of that happier life to come : S i , J 

Who, doom’d to an obscure but tranquil state, i ■ 
Is pleased with it, and, were he free to choose, 

Would make his fate his choice; whom peace, the 
fruit 

Of virtue, ami whom virtue, fruit of faith, 

Pr< paic for h a p pi ness ; bespeak hun one 
Content indeed to sojourn while he must 
Below the skies, but having there his home. 

The world o’er looks him in her hu-.y search 
Of objects more illustrious in her view : 

And occupied as earnestly as she. 

Though more sublimely, he o’er look* the world, 
bhe scorns his pleasures, for she knows them not; 

He seeks not hers, for he has proted them vain. 

He cannot skim the ground like summer birds 
Pursuing gilded Airs; and such he deems 
Her honours, her emoluments, her joys. 

Therefore in eontempiation is his bliss. 

Whose pow’r is such, that whom she lifts from earth 
She makes familiar with a heaven unseen, 

And shows him glories yet to be reveaPd. 

COW PEE, 
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THE GRAVES OF HdtJSEHOLD. 

TiiKTgrew in beauty, side by side. 

They fill'd one home with glee— 

Their graves are sever'd far and wide. 

By mount, and stream, and sea ! 

The same fond mother bent at night 
O'er each fair sleeping brow ; 

She had each folded flower m sight — 
Where are those dreamers now ? 

One, ’midst the forests of the west 
By a dark stream is laid ; 

The Indian knows his place of rest. 

Far in the cedar shade. 

Hr 

The sea, the blue lone sea, hath one. 

He lies where pearls lie deep ; 

Ho was the lov'd of all, yet none 
O’er his low bed may weep. 

i 

One sleeps where southern vines are dress’d 
Above the noble slain. 

He wrapt his colours round his breast. 

On a blood-red field of Spain. 

And one— o'er her the myrtle showers 
Its leaves, by soft vfands fann'd. 

She faded ’midst Italian flowers, 

The last of that bright band. 
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And parted tilus, they rest who play’d 
Beneath the frame green tree, 

Whose voices mingled as they pray'd 
Around one parent knee I 

They that with smiles lit up the hall. 

And cheer’d with song the hearth— 

Alas lor love if thou wert all. 

And nought beyond, ou earth 1 

Hkmans. 


THE POET’S WOOING. 

How shall 1 woo thee ? not with accents Wfm, 

With feverish sighs, nor niutmunngs soft and 
mild ; 

Nor oaths, nor vows, easily made anil broken. 

Nor with bright gems— too caithly for love’s 
token ! 

No— 1 would read to thee the burning lays 
Of the old hard whiAwrote in love's young days. 

The quaint romance— the heart-inspiring theme. 
That, like the influence of some pleasant dream, 1 $ 
Wafts the lulled smses in some strange delight 
Far above oaith— to realms .ill pure and bright : 

And I would tell thee how my boyhood caught 
Fire from those olden lyrics, till it grew 
Into a flame— a passion, beauty fraught ; 

And I too struck the chords— and echo threw 
My own wild lays, all worthless as tltfjjr were. 

Into the fealms of song— or praise or blame to 
share ! 
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Thus would I woo thee ! andr.when fields were 
green. 

And sunshine warm, and hedge-fiowers blooming 
seen, 

Wandering the path of some green lane along. 
There would I sing some stra'n of quiet song 
By thee inspired — and thus our hearts should he. 
Two hearts as one-— and joined by poesy. 

CAapa.VTEn, 


'jf'' A SUMMER EVENING. 

How fine has the day been, how bright was the stilt. 
How lovely and jr*ful the course that he run. 
Though he rose in a mist when his race he begun. 
And there followed some droppings of rain ! 

But now the fair traveller’s come to the west. 

His rays btc all gold, and his beauties are best: 

He paints the sky gay as he siiiks to his rest. 

And forctels a bright rising again. 

® Just such is the Christian j his course he begins, 
Likethe sun in a mi-t, when lie mourns for his sins. 
And melts into tears ; then he breaks out and shines. 
And travels his heavenly way : J 

But when he comes nearer to finish his race. 

Like a fine setting sun, he looks richer in grace, 

And gives a sure hope in the end of his days, 

Of risinglfc brighter array. , 

Watts. 
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4 

*TO DEATH. 

Mktiiinks it were no pain to die 
On such an eve, when such a sky 
O’er canopies the West j 
To gaze iny fill on yon calm deep. 

And like an infant fall asleep 
On earth, my mother's breast. 

There's peace and welcome in yon sea 
Of endless b'ue tranquility j 

These clouds aie living things s 
I trace their veins of liquid gold, 

1 see them solemnly untold 
Their soft and Ueecy wings. 

These be the angels that convey 
Us weary children of a day— 

Life’s tedious nothing o’er, — 

Where neither passions conlfe, nor woes 
To vex the genius of repose 
On Death's majestic shore 

No darkness there divides the sway 
With startling <l5wn and dazzling day : 

But gloriously serene 
Are the interminable plains 
One fix’d, eternal sunset reigns 
O’er the wide, silent scene. 

I cannot doff all human fear; 

1 know thy greeting is severe 
To thi# poor shell of clay ! 


Vet come, O Death 1 thy freezing^** 
Emancipates I thy rest is bliss ! 

I would I were away. Gluck. 
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BURIAL CHAtfNT. 

% 

Brothrr, tbou art gone before us. 

And tby saintly soul is flown 
Where tears are wiped from every eye. 
And sorrow is unknown; 

From the burden of the flesh. 

And from care and fear released. 
Where the wicked cease from troubling. 
And the weary are at rest. 

The toilsome way thou’st travelled o’er. 
And borne the heavy load. 

But Christ hath taught thy languid feet 
To reach his blest abode ; 

Thou’rt sleeping now, like Lazarus, 
Upon Ins Father’s breast. 

Where the picked cease from troubling. 
And the weary are at rest. 

Sin can never taint thee now. 

Nor doubt thy faith assail. 

Nor thy meek trust iiA Jesus Christ, 

And the Holy Spirit fail ; 

And there thou’rt sure to meet the good. 
Whom on earth thou lovedst best. 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, 
And the weary are at rest. 

" Earth to earth,” and “ dust to dust/’ 
The solemn priest hath said. 

So w^lay the turf above thee now, * 
And w.e seal thy narrow bed : 


TpSF 


105 

But thy spirit, brother, soars away 
Among thc^ai thful blest. 

Where the wick< <1 erase from troubling. 
And the weary arc at rest. 

And when the Lord shall summon us. 
Whom thou hast left behind, 

May we untainted by the world, , 

As sure a welcome lind j 
May each, like thee, depart in peace 
To be a glorious guest. 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, 
And the weary are at rest. 

Mjuuan. 


THE HOUR OF PRATER. 

Child, amidst the hours of play. 
While the red light fades away ; 
Mother, with thirty: earnest eye. 

Ever following silently ; 

Father, by the breeze of eve. 

Called thy harvest work to leave ; 
Pray I— ere yet the dark hours be. 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 

Traveller, in the stranger’s land, 

Far from thine own household band j 
Mtourner, haunted by the tone ' 

Of a vqjlce from this world gone; 
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Captive, in whoso narrow cell 
Sunshine has not IcaveV) dwell ; 
Sailer on the darkening sea. 

Lift the heart and bend the knee. 


Warrior, that from batile won, 

Breathcst now at set of sun ; 

Woman o'er the lowly slam. 

Weeping on his burial plain; 

Ye that triumph, ye that sigh. 

Kindred by the holy tie; 

Heaven's first star alike ye see — > 

Lift the heart and bend the knee. 

Hkmanb. 


THE OCEAN, 
n 

Row. on, thou deep and dark blue ocean — roll ! 
Ten thousand fleets sweep over thee in vain ; 

Man marks the earth wuh ruin — his control 
Stops with the shore upon the watery plain 
The wrecks arc all thy deed, nor doth remain 
A shadow of man’s ravage, save his own ; 

When, for a moment, like a drop o£$ftln. 

He sinks into thy depths with bubbling groan. 
Without a grave, unknelled, uncofhu'd and un- 
known. 
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Thou glorious mirror, where the Almighty's form 
Glasses itself in tempests ; in all time. 

Calm or convulsed— in breeze, or gale or stoitip. 
Icing the pole, or in the torrid clime Vvv 

Dark-heaving ;— boundless, endless, and sub- 
lime, — 

The in^gc of Eternity— the throne 
Of the invisible ; even from out thy slime 
The monsters of the deep are made; each zone 
Obeys thee, thou goest forth, dread, fathomless, 
alone. 

Byron. 


THE NEW YEAR. 

• 

A yrar — another year— has fled ! 

Here let me rest awhile, 

As they who standtaround the dead, 

And watch the funeral pile ; 

This year whose breath has passed away 
On^thrill’d with life, with hope was gay 1 

But, close as wave is urged on wave. 

Age after age sweeps by ; 

And is alfthe gift we have. 

To look around— and die 1 
'Twere vain to dream we shall not bend. 
Where all are hast'nmg to an end. 
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What this new waking year, may rise, 

, As yet, is hid from nfe; 

»Tis well, a veil, which mocks our eyes. 
Spreads o’er the days to be ; — 

1 * Such foresight who, on tarth would crave. 
Where knowledge is not power to save 1 


It maybe dark — a rising storm, 

To blast, with lightning wing, 

The bliss which cheers, — tin joy 6 that warm ! — 
It may be doomed to bring 
The wish that 1 have reared as mine, 

A victim to an early shrine 1 


But — be it fair or dark — my breast 
] ta hopes will not forego; 

Hope's ran bow never slums so blest 
Ab on the clouds of woe ; 

And, seen with her phosphoric light. 
Even afiliction's waves look bright ! 


But I must steer my hark of life 
f Towards a death less land ; ^ 

Nor need it fear the seas of strife, ^ , 

May it but reach the strand. 

Where all is peace, and angels come. 

To take the outworn wanderer home J 

Anon. 
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EVENING. 

<j 

When eve is purpling cli/F and cave. 

Thoughts of tho heart, how soft ye flow ! 

Not softer on the eastern wave, 

Tho golden lines of sunset glow. 

Then all, by chance or fate, removed. 

Like spirits crowd upon the eye ; 

The few we liked — the one wc loved ! 

And the whole heart is memory. 

And life is like a fading flower, 

Its beauty dying as wc gaze ; 

Yet as the shadows round us lower. 

Heaven pours above, a brighter blaze. 

When morning sheds its gorgeous dye. 

Our hope, our heart, to earth is given ; 

But dark and lonely is the eye, o 

That turns not, at its eve, to heaven. 

Croly. 


' SHE SLEEPS. 

& ' 

She sleeps, that still and placid sleep— 
For which the weary pant in vain ; 
And, where the dews of evening weep, 
I may i»Ot weep again ; 

Oh 1 never more upon her grave 
Shall 1 behold the wild-flower wave ! 


no 


They laid her where the sun and moon 
Look on her tomb with loving eye. 

And 1 have heard the briiezc of June 
Sweep o'er it — like a sigh ! 

And the wild river’s wailing song 
Grow dirge like, as it stole along I 

And I have dreamt, in many dreams. 

Of her who was a dream to me ; 

And talked to her by summer streams. 

In crowds, and on the sra — 

Till in my soul she grew enshrined, 

A young Egeria of the mind ! 

'Tis years ago 1 - and other eyes 

Have flung their beauty o’er my youth; 
And I have hung on other sighs. 

And sounds that seemed like truth ; 
And loved the music which they gave. 
Like that yjhich perished in the grave. 

And I have left the cold and dead, 

To mingle with the liv mg cold ! 

There is a weight around my head. 

My heart is growing old ; 

Oh ! for a refuge and a home 
With thee, dear Ellen, in thy tomb l 

Age sits upon my breast and brain. 

My spirit fades before its time; 

But they are all thine own again. 

Lost partner of their prime ! 

And thou art dearer, in thy shroud. 

Than all the false and living crowd ! 


Rise, gentle vision of the hours, 

Which gn— like birds that come not back ! ! 

And fling thy pah and funeral flowers j 

On memory’s wasted track 1 I 

Oh! for the wings that marie thee blest. 

To * f flee away and be at rest.” ! 

Hervet. i 


| FAREWELL, 

j TheiUi is a word whose faintest tone. 

Can thrill the bosom, and dispel 
1 The bughtest dreams the heart has known — 

I 'Tis the wild word *« Farewell,” «* farewell,” 

If this dark world can boast a bliss, 

’Tis when with kindred souls vd^dwell ; 

If there’s a pang, *tis tills, ’tis this— 

When friends thus met must say u Farewell.’* 

The sad and long neglected lute, 

| Slumbers in silence, deep and long ; 

Till sephyr fans the strings so mute. 

And jfives its wildest notes to song. 

The Heart’s the lute, so hush'd, so lone* 
Friendship, instead of Zephyr’s spell. 

Awakes its fondest, sweetest tone, 

Till comes that chilling word ** Farewell " 

* . Avon. 
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THEY ARE NO MORE. % 

They are no more ! Oh, dull and drear 
Sound those bereaving, mournful words ; 
Affliction finds no wilder tear. 

Memory no darker doom records ; 

Not in our homes — not by our side— 

Move the sweet beings we deplore. 

The hearts which love had sanctified. 

They are no more ! 

O ! breathes there one that hath not known 
The parting word— the dying look— 

While in the soul grief walked alone 
And every pulse with anguish shook ; 

Some cheriitfM one that bless’d him there 
And past— ifij^shnlight from the shore — 

Woe! woe! the young — the lov'd — the fair— 
They are no more l 

• 

The music of their lips hath fled, 

Their grace and beauty passed away j 
Yet lives the presence of the dead 
Within our souls, as light in day t 
A fresher light shall burst the tomb. 

And all the ble&s’d restore ; 

Unknown those words of tears and gloom 
They are no more. 

Avon, 
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REIbEMHRANCE. 

Mav bath a weary pilgrimage 
As through the world he wends? 

On every stage from youth to age 
Stilt discontent attends. 

W ith heaviness he ca^ts his eye?. 

Upon the road before. 

And still remembers with a sigh 
-The days that arc no more. 

To school the little one goes. 

Torn from his mother’s arms, — 
What then shall soothe his earliest woes. 
When novelty hath lost its charms? 
Condemn’d to suffer through the day 
Restraints whichrno rewards repay. 

Ami cares wheie love has oa concern, 
Hope lengthens as she counts tnfe hours, 
Hcfore his wish’d return. 

From hard control and tyrant rules. 

The unfeeling discipline of schools, 

In thought he ltftes to roam j 
And tears will struggle in his eye 
While he remembers with a sigh 
The comforts of his home. 

Y outh comes; the toils and cares of life 
Torment the restless mind: 

Where shall the tired and harrass'd heart 
Its consolation fifid ? 

Then is not youth, as fancy tells, 

H . 
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Life's summer prime of Joy * 

Ah no ‘ for hopes too long delay'd. 
And feelings blasted or betrayed, 

, The tabled bliss destroyed ; 

Ami youth remembers with a sigh 
The careless days of infancy. 


Maturer manhood now arrives. 

And other thoughts come on; 

But with the baseless hopes of Youth 
Its generous warmth is gone ; 

Cold calculating cares succeed. 

The timid thoughts, the wary deed. 
The dull realities of truth ; 

Back on the past he turns his eye. 
Remembering with an envious sigh 
The happy dreams of youth. 


So reaches he the latter stage 
Of this our mortal pilgrimage. 

With feeble step and slow ; 

New ills that latter stage await. 

And old experience lcaitns too late 
That all is vanity below. 

Life’s vain delusions are gone by. 

Its idle hopes are o’er. 

Yet age remembers with a sigh 
The days that are no more. 

SOOTHET. 
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|| SABBATH EVENING TWILIGHT. 

Dplightfdi. hour of sweet repose. 

Of hallowed thoughts, of love, of prayer I 
I love thy deep and tranquil close. 

For all the Sabbath day is there. 

Each pure desire, each high request 
That burned before the temple shrine. 

The hopes, the fears, that moved the breast,— 

4 All live again in light like thine, 

AI love thee for the fcrvul glow 

Thou shedd’sl around the closing day,— 
Those golden fires, those wreaths of snow. 

That light ami pave his glorious way! 
Through them. I've sometimes thought theeye 
May pierce the unmeasured deeps of space. 
And track the course where spirits fly/ 

On viewless wings to realms of bliss. 

I love thee for the unbroken calm, 

That slumbers on this fading scene, 

And throws its kind and soothing charm 
O’er “ all the littl? world within.” 

It trances every roving thought, 

Yet sets the roving fancy free,— 

Shuts from the soul the present out. 

That all is, musing memory. 

I love those joyous memories, 

That rush, with thee, upon the soul,— 
Those deep unuttered symphonies. 

That q’er the spell-bound spirit roll. 
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j All the bright scenes of love and youth 
j Revive, as if they had not fled ; 

' And fancy clothes with seemPng truth 
j The forms she rescues from the dead. 

Vet holier is thy peaceful close. 

For vows love left recorded there;— 

This is the noiseless hour wo chose 
To consecrate to mutual prayer, 

’T was w lie n misfoi tune’s fearful cloud 

Was gathering o’er the blow of heavtttt, fit 
Ere yet despair's eternal shroud ^ 

Wrapped every vision hope had given, * 

When these deep purpling shades came down. 

In softening tints, upon the hills, 

He«Wpre, that whether fate should crown 
Our lyu$ure course with joys or ills, — 

Whether safe moot’d iri lute’s retreat, 

Or severed wide, by mount or sea,— 

This hour, in spirit, we would meet, 

And urge to Heaven our mutual plea. 

m ♦ * # * 

l» 

O toll me if the hallowed hour 

Still find thee constant at our shrine. 

Still witnesses thy fervent prayer 

Ascending warm and true with mine ! 

Faithful through every change of woe. 

My heart still flies to meet thee there : 

’T would soothe this weary heart to Know, 

That thine responded every prayer. 

Arrow, 
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TO A WITHERED ROSE. 

Poon withered Rose ! there was an hour 
When dll thy tjnts were fresh and fair. 

When niidut Ihe dew enamell’d bower, 
Thy fragrance left its sweetness there ! 

But now of all thy hues bereft 

Thy opening buds, and leaflets green. 

Thou scarce hast now a vestige left 
To tell, alas I what thou hast been. 

And such is life,— we bloom awhile 
And madly count each pleasure new 

When youth can each dirk hour beguile 
And gild each thought with tinsel hue, 

When manhood stern has chas’d away 
With settled frown, youth’s rosy train 

Of pleasures — then who will not say 
1 hat man — frail Than— is born in vain. 

But thou, mute emblem, — thou shalt shed 
Upon my breast thy ling'ring bloom ; 

And thou shalt speak as from the dead, 
And thou shalt tell me of the tomb. 

And when mirth hurries me away 
WJien pleasures witching arts prevail, 

Then thbu shalt tell me of decay. 

And whisper soft thy silent tale. 



118 

And thou shall speak as from tho tomb 
Of blighted love and honoifts lost. 

Yes ' thou shalt each dark woe present 
That misery loves to ponder most — 

Yet why ! Oh thought, wilt thou effaee 
Each joy, and deeper woes awake. 

Hence care ami all thy demon race 
Proud stubborn spirit, bend or break. 

Anon, 


ILL-REQUITED LOVE. 

Truant I you love me not, — the reason this 
You told me£hat you loved a maid before; 

And though perchance you many more may kiss. 
True love, once felt, can never be felt more ! 
Then ask not me to credit what vou swore; 

Nor e’er believe that I can give you bliss; 

Go ! go to her who taught \ ou how to love ; 
Repeat to her your vows, and not to me ! 

Forsooth, 1 think who cm inconstant prove , 
To his first love — will ever faithle s be. 

In gaining wayward hearts no pride I see ; 

Nor have I pride, in kindling in the breast 
That meteor flame called passion : no, not I, 
That heart I atm at ; and of that possessed, 

Make it ray castle, and all arts defy ! 

For that once filled, no longer roves the eye, 
s«y, it’s not passion that for me you ffel ?— 

V 
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Might I but ki^ow, it would my mind relieve. 
Seaich then y<rttr bosom, and the truth reveal : 
hay, or vou loved before, and me deceive ; 

Or never loved till now, and I’ll believe I 

C. Dacrk. 


MV WIFE, 

Oh, ask me not how long thy gentle loVe 
Hath dwelt on me ; 

1 only know *ils long enough to prove 
Thy constancy. 

, I cannot pause to number months, or days, 

1 know alone, 

| If to be faithful be Love’s highest praise, 

! Thou wearest the crowd. 

! 

Oh, thou hast loved me long enough to show 
Thou canstnot rang,'; 

And long enough %> bid experience know 
How others change. 

Oh, long enough for the upbraiding thought. 
That ne’er till now, 

I prized thy love's rich treasure as I ought. 

My all below. 

Ves, I have seen full many a dream depart 
. With faithless speed ; 

And some who should have gently used my heart, 
* Rave made it bleed : 
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And I have rued Affection’s broken vow. 

And felt the dull v 

Of Friendship’s altered eye— but, dearest, thou 
Art faithful still. 

M. V. S. 


Not only we, the latest seed of Time, 

New men, that in the f 1 > i n r of a wheel 
Cry down the past : not only wc, that prate 
Of rights and wrongs, have loved the people well. 
And loathed to see them overtaxed ; but she 
Did more, and underwent, and overcame, 

The woman of a thousand summers back. 

Godiva, wife to th.^ grim Earl, who ruled 
In Coventry: for when he laid a tax 
Upon his town, and all the mothers brought 
Their children, clamouring, — “ If we pay, we 
starve/' 

She sought her lord, and founcfhim, where he strode 
About the hall, among his dogs, alone. 

His heard a foot before him, and his hair 
A yard behind. She told him of their tears, 

! And prayed him, — “If they pay this tax, they 
starve.” 

1 Whereat he started, replying, half amazed, 

•« You would not let your little finger ache 
For such as these ?*’—*•< But I would die,” said she. 

, He laughed, and swore by Peter and by Paul : 

Then filliped at the diamond in her ear; 
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§t O, ay, ay, ay. you talk Alas I" she said, 

“ But prove me wbift it is I would not do.” 

And from a heart as rough as Frau’s hand. 

He answered, “ Ride you naked through the town. 
And l repeal it;” and nodding, as in scorn, 
lie parted, jvitb great strides among his dogs. 

So IcftWlone, the passions of her mind, 

As winds from all the compass shift and blow. 

Made war upon each other for an hour, 

Till pity won. She sent a herald forth, 

And hade him cry, with sound of trumpet, all 
The hard condition; but that she would loose 
The people; therefore, as they loved her well. 

From then till noon no foot should pace the street. 
No eye look down, she passing, but that all 
Should keep within, door shut, and window barred. 

Then fled she to her inmost bower, and there 
Unclasped the wedded eagles of her belt. 

The grim Earl's gift ; but ever at a threat h 
She lingerie, looking like a summer moon 
Half dipt in eloud 1 anon she shook her head. 

And showered the rippled ringlets to her knee ; 
Unclad herself in haste ^ adown the stair 
Stole on ; and, like a creeping sunbeam, slid 
From pillar unto pillar, until she reached 
The gateway ; there she found her palfry trapt 
In purple blazoned with armorial gold. 

Then she rode forth, clothed on with chastity: 

The deep air listened round her as she rode. 

And all the low wind hardly breathed for fear. j 
The little wide-mouthed heads upon the spout 
Had cunning eyes to see : the barking cut 
Made her cheek flame ; her palfrey’s footfall shot 
Light horrors through her pulses ; the blind walls 
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Were full of chinks and holes ; r and overhead 
Fantastic g ibles, crowding, stared * hut she 
Not less through nil n«»re up till, last she saw 
The white-flowered elder-thicket from the field 
Gleam through the gothic archways ifi the wall. 

Theft she rode hack, clothed on with entity ; 
And one low churl, compact of thankless earth. 

The fatal byword of all years to come. 

Boring a little auger-hole in fear, 

Peeped — but his eyes, before they had their will. 
Were shrivelled into darkness in his head, 

And dropt before him. So the Powers, who wait 
On noble deeds, cancelled a sense misused ; 

And she, that knew not, passed : and all at once. 
With twelve great shocks of sound, the shameless 
noon 

Was clashed and hammered from a hundred towers. 
One after one : but even then she gained 
Her bower ; whence reissuing, robed aiu^prowned 
To meet her lord, she took the tax away. 

And built herself an everlasting name. 

Tennyson. 


SYMPATHY OF AGE WITH YOUTH. 

I love to look on a scene like this, 

Of wild and careless play. 

And persuade myself that I am not old, 

And my locks are not yet gray ; 

S 
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* 

For it stirs the blood in an old man's heart. 
And it makcl^his pulses fly. 

To catch the thrill of a happy voice. 

And the light oi a pleasant eye. 

I ha^ walked the world for fourscore years. 
And they say that I am old ; 

And my heart is Iripe for the reaper Death, 
And my years are well nigh told. 

It is very true~it is very true — 

I’m old, and ** I bide my time"— 

But my heait will leap at a scene like this. 
And I half renew my prime. 


Play on ! play on ! I am with you there. 

In the midst of your merry ring; 

I ean feel the thrill of the daring jump. 

And the rush of the breathless swing. 

I hide*wuh you in the fragrant hay, 

And I whoop the smothered call; 

And my feet slip up on the seedy floor. 

And l care not 

I am willing to die when my t ime shall come. 
And 1 shall be glad r to go, 

For the world at best is a weary place. 

And my pulse is beating slow; 

But the grave is dark, ami the heart Will fail— 
In treading its gloomy way ; 

And it wiles my heart from its dreariness. 

To see the young so gay. 


it 


Willis. 
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THE SILENT LAND. 

FROM THE GERMAN OF SAT.IS. 

Into the Silent Land! 

Ah ! who shall lead us thither ? 

Clouds in the evening sky more darkly gather, 
And shattered wrecks lie thicker on the strand; 
Who leads us with a gentle hand. 

Thither, oh, thither. 

Into the Silent Land ? 


Into the Silent Land 1 

To you, ye boundless regions 

Of all perieetio# ! tender moving visions 

Of beauteous souls 1 Eternity’s own band ! 

Who in life’s batile firm doth stand. 

Shall bear hope’s tender blossoms 
Into the Silent Land tj 


O, Land I O, LandT 
For all the broken-hearted 
The mildest herald by our fate allotted. 
Beckons, and with inverted toreli doth stand, 
To lead us with a gentle hand 
Into the land of the great departed, 

Into the Silent Land 1 


Longfellow. 
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THE JVENING HOUR. 

This is the hour, when memory wakes 
Visions of joy that could not last; 

This is the hour, when fancy takes 
A survey ol the past ! 

She brings before tl^ pensive mind. 

The hallowed scenes of earlier years; 

And friends who Jong have been consigned 
To silence, and to tears I 

The few we liked? — the Onr we loved,— 

A sacred b.»nd ! come stealing on ; 

And many a form, far hence removed. 

And many a pleasure gone. 

Friendships, that now in death aje hushed. 

And young affection's broken chain; 

And hopes, that fate too quickly crushed, 

In memory live agaip I 

Few watch the fadiiffe beams of day. 

Hut, lriu^-c on hopes, so quickly flown : 

Tint after tint, they die away, 

Till all at last were gone ; 

This is the hour when fancy wreathes 

Her spells round joys that could not last : 

This is the hour when memory breathes 
A sigh to pleasures past 1 

Mrs. C, B, Wilson. 
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GRATITUDE 

Tu* week is past, the Sabbath dawn comes on ; 
Rest— rest in peace — thy daily toil is done; 

And standing, as thou standest, on the brink 
Of a new scene of 1 m ing, calmly think 
Of what is gone, is now, and soon shall be. 

As one that trembles on etefSjtt^y. 

So sure as this now closing wek is past, 

So sure advancing Time will close my last; 

Sure as to-morrow shall the awful light 
Of the eternal morning hail my sight. 

Spirit of God ! on this week's verge I stand. 
Tracing the guiding influence of thy hand 
That hand which leads me gently, kindly, still 
Up life’s dark, stony, tiresome hill : 

Thou, Thou in every storm hast sheltered me. 
Beneath the wing of Thy benignity; — 

A thousand graves my footsteps circumvent. 

And 1 exist thy mercy’s monument! 

A thousand writhe upon a bed of pain— 

I live— and pleasure flows through every vein ; 
Want o’er a thousand wretches waves her wand 
I, circled by ten thousand mercies, stand. 

How can I praise Thee, Father ! how express 
My debt of reverence and of thankfulness; 

A debt tint no intelligence can count, 

Whose every moment swells its vast amount. 

For the week’s duties Thou hast given me strength, 
And brought me to its tranquil close at length } 
And here ray grateful bosom fain would raise 
A fresh memorial to Thy praise. 


Bowring. 
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• ' ** 

THE LOVE OF GOD. 

I»4eep affliction's troubled hour, 

When sorrow roles the breast. 

And earthly soothing hath no power 
To quiet its unrest— 

And mirth hujt maketh jarring din, 

"Where all is heaviness within ! 

To thee we fly, oh God ! to thee, 

When all denies relief, 

And still more tremulously flee 
In storms of deeper grief— 

While all around to darkness turns. 

Thy inward light more brightly bums. 

• 

Thy love, which passes mortal sense. 

To soothe, enlighten, save — 

Through life, sustaining providence— 
Redemption i*the grave : 

Without it, life is idle breath. 

Without it, terrible is death, 

Willis, 
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PRAVrR 

I 

Praytr is the soul’* sincere, desire, 
UiiutUr il or uncxprrbt 
I lit motion of a hidden fire, 

1 h it tremble- in the breast. 

II 

Prayer is the burden of a sigh, 

I he f tiling < f i tc r 
The upwird planting at m tie, 

W hen none but tie a is near 

III. 

Piaycr is the simplest form of speech 
7 hat r f int lips cait try 
Praytr the sublimtst strains that reach 
The Majesty on high, 

IV, 

Prayer is the C hrisli in s vital breath, 

1 he t hristian s native air 
His watchword at the gate of death. 

He enters heaven by prayer. 
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v. 

Prayer is thf contrite sinner's voice 
Returning from his ways ; 

While augels in their songs rejoice, 
And say, ** Behold he prays !" 


VI. 


The saints in prayer appear as one 
In word, and deed, and mind. 

When with the Father and the Son, 

Sweet fellowship they find. 

VII. 

Nor prayer Is made on earth alone, 

The Holy Spirit pleads* 

And Jesus on the eternal throne 
For mourners intercedes. 

VIU. 

O Thou by wtflm we come to God, 

The life, the truth, the way. 

The path of prayer Thyself has trad. 

Lord teach us how to pray I 

IM1RY. 
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SATURDAY NIGHT. 

Again the week’s dull labours close ; 

The sons of toil from toil repose ; 

And fast the evening gloom descends. 
While home the weary peasant wends. 
This night his eyes, with slumber sweet. 
Shall drop their lids ; to morrow greet 
A day of calm content and rest— 

To labour’s aching limbs how blest. 


Now, ere I seek my peaceful bed, 

And on the pillow rest my head, 

Oh, come, my soul, and wide display 
The mercies of the week and day J 
From danger who my frame hath kept. 
While waking and what time I slept ? 
Who hath my every want supplied. 

And to my footsteps proved a guide ? 


’Tis thou, my God I— to Thee belong 
Incense of praise, and hallowed song ; 
To Thee be all the glory given , 

Of all my mercies under heaven. 

From thee my daily bread and health. 
Each comfort — all my spirit’s wealth. 
Have been derived ; my sins alone. 
And errings I can call my own. 
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Oh, when to-morrow’s sun shall rise. 

And light oncyriore shall glad these eyes* 
May I thy blessed Sabbath prove, 

A day of holy rest and love. 

May my Redeemer's praises claim 
My constant thought; the Spirit’s flame 
Descend, my accents to inspire, 

And fill my soul with rapture’s fire. 

And when the night of death is come. 

And 1 must slumber in the tomb. 

Oh, then, my God, this faint heart cheer. 
And far dispel the shades of fear. 

And teach me, in thy strength, to tread 
The path which leads me to the dead. 
Assured when life’s hard toils are o’er. 

Of rest with thee for evermore ! 

Walker. 


THE LIGHT OF HOME. 

Mv boy, thou wilt dream the world is fair. 

And thy spirit will sigh to roam ; 

And thou must go; but never, when there. 
Forget the light of home. 

Tho* pleasure may smile with a ray more bright, 
It dazzles to lead astray ; 

Like jthe meteor's flash, 'twill deepen the night, 
Whetf thou treadest the lonely wjiy. 
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But the hearth of home has a constant flame, 
And pure as vestal fire ; 

’Twill bum, 'twill burn, for eVer the same. 
For nature feeds the pyre. 

The sea of ambition is tempest tost. 

And thy hopes rmy vanish like foam ; 

But, when sails are shivered, and rudder lost. 
Then look to the light of home j — 


And there, like a star, thro' the midnight cloud. 
Thou shalt see the beacon bright ; 

For never, till shining on thy shroud. 

Can be quenched its holy light. 


The sun of fame, ’twill gild thy name ; 

But the heaft ne’er felt its ray : 

And fashion’s smiles, that rich ones claim. 

Are but beams of a wintry day. 

And how cold and dim thole beams must be. 
Should life’s wretched wanderer come l 
But, my boy, when the world Is dark to thee. 
Then turn to the light of home. 


Hale. 
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EVENING PRAYER, 

AT A Glfcl/S SCHOOL. 


Hush I tis a holy hour — the quiet room 

Seems like a tetnple, while yon soft lamp sheds 
A faint and starry radiance, through the gloom 
Ami the sweet stillness, down on fair young 
heads, 

With all their elust’ring locks, untouched by 
eare. 

And bowed, as flowers are bowed with night, in 
prayer. 

Gaze on — ’tis lovely !— childhoods lip and cheek. 
Mantling beneath its earnest brow of thought 
Gaze— -yet what sees t thou in those fair, and 
meek, 

And fragile thfbgs, as but for sunshine 
wrought ? 

Thou seest what grief must nurture for the sky. 
What death must fashion for eternity I 

Ol joyous creatures I that will sink to rest. 

Lightly, when those pure orisons are done 
As birds with slumber’s honey dew opprest, 

’Midst the dim folded leaves, at set of sun— 

Lift up your hearts 1 though yet no sorrow lies 
Park in th&summer-htaven of those clear eyes^ * 
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Though fresh within your breasts the untroubled 
springs 

Of hope make melody where'er ye tread. 

And o'er your sleep bright shadows, from the 
wings 

Of spirits visiting but youth, be spread ; 

Yet in those lute-hke voices mingling low. 

Is woman’s tenderness — how soon her woe I 

Her lot is on you— silent tears to weep, 

And patient smiles to wear through suffering's 
hour. 

And sumless riches, from affection’s deep. 

To pour on broken reeds— a wasted shower l 
And to make idols, and to find them clay. 

And to bewail that worship— therefore pray ! 

Her lot is on y^p — to be found untired . 

Watching the st.irs out by the bed of pain. 

With a pale cheek and yet a brow inspired 

And a true heart of hope, though hope be vain t 
Meekly to bear with wrong, to cheer decay. 

And oh ! to love thro’ all tilings — theiefore pray ! 

And take the thought of this c.ilm vesper time, 
With its low murmuring sounds and silvery 
light. 

On through tl e dark days fading from their 
prime. 

As a sweet dew to keep your souls from blight I 
Earth will forsake— O ! happy to have given 
JThe unbroken heart's first flagrante unto Iitaven. 
it' *’ Hkmanb. 

nr 5 * « 
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LINES. 

How strange the thoughts which sometimes creep 
Across the mind when lull’d in sleep! 

How often will the friends of youth — 

The friends we loved with fondness, truth— 

Who through weak childhood’s early years 
Have sooth’d our sorrows, calm’d our fears. 

And boyhood’s inexperience led, 

But long since number’d with the dead— 

Appear before us then, as though 
They still weie sojourners below j 
Recalling times long past and flown. 

O'er which obi \ m's veil is thrown ; 

And which our waking thoughts, though fain. 
Would strive to represent in viin ; 

’Tis strange, indeed 1 and must it be. 

That this is mock reality ? 

Oh, may not they whom still we love. 

Though gone, regard us from above 
With care unceasing, faithful, true, 

The first at the last rendezvous ; 

And deign alone to cross the mind 
Then, when, from worldly dross refined. 

In silent sleep— in slumber still — 

They mould our fancies to their will f 
Oh yes ! — at least *tis sweet to think 
There may be some mysterious link, 

Some secret, sympathetic thread 
Betwccp the living and the dead ; 
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Tho’ dead to us, by destined doom. 

But who survive beyond the tftmb. 

And feel a joy, umnix'd with pain, 

In that bright thought, “We meet again.” 

but should philosopher or sage ” 

Be so far read in nature’s page. 

As unrelenticss to destroy 
This fabric of cherish'd joy, 

And *ternly cruel to declare 

“Such things are not,” — my fancy spare ! 

Then will I never farther look, 

Then self* deluded close the book. 

Nor seek that w isdom to obtain 
Which changes joy. though false, to pain : 
And, oh 1 may my delusion last 
Till all uncertainty be past I 

Sir W. Somfrton, Bart. 


LOVE. 

FROM TUB GERMAN OF GFIHLF. 

Yov ask me, fair-halted maiden, 

Why my lips their silence keep t — 
*Tis because true love is lying, 

Love is lying. 

In my heart so still and deep. 

Does the flame bring out in singing 
W hen it soareth to the sky. 
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Its wings outspreading high and red. 

So high and red, 

Yet bilcntly l 

The rose, too, makes no speeches 
When her blossoms ope in light ; 

She glows and breathes in silence through, 
In silence through, 

The summer night. 

And so my love is living 

Since you gave yourself to me ; 

It glows and blooms for ever. 

Blooms for ever. 

So quietly 1 


* 

THE WATERFALL. 

I lovk the roaring waterfall. 

Within sopie deep, romantic glm: 
'Midst desert wild, remote from all 
The gay and busy haunts of men j 
For its loud thunders sound to me 
Like voices from eternity, 

They tell of ages long gone by. 

And beings that have passed away. 
Who sought, perhaps with curious eye, 
t These rocks where now 1 love to stray j 
And ‘thus its thunders sound to me 
Like voices from eternity. 


t 

i 

Anon. I 
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And from the past, they seem to call 
My spirit to the realms beyond 
The Tuin that must soon befal 

These scenes, were grandeur sits enthron'd : 
And thus its thunders sound to me 
Like voices from eternity. 


For I am on a torrent borne. 

That whnls me rapidly away. 

For morn to eve— from eve to mom — 

From month to month — from day to day : 
And all that live and breathe with me 
Are hurrying to eternity 1 


This mighty cataract’s thundering sound. 

In louder thunders soon must die: 

And all this c rugged mountains round. 
Uprooted must in rum lie: 

But that dread hour will proveto me 
I he dawning of eternity ! 

Eternity 1 that vast unknown I 
Who can that deep abyss explore. 

Which swallows up the ages gone, 

And rolls its billows evermore t 
O, may 1 find that boundless sea, 

A bright, and blest eternity I 

Raffles. 
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. HOME. 

Hour of my youth ; though thy pleasant shades 
1 never more may see ; 

And many years have pass’d away 
Since last 1 gazed on thee : 

Yet Memory fondly loves to trace 
Each well remembered scene. 

And lingers, as in childhood's hours. 

Among thy meadowsgreen. 

Again I see the verdant mead. 

Bespread with early flower*; 

And hear the song of the young birds 
In the dark leafy bowers. 

•» 

The gushing river murmurmgly, 

And e’en the old oak tree, — 

Oh! o’er them all there is a spell, 

W bich ehainyny soul to thee. 

For I have been In other lands, 

Have trod Imperial Rome; 

Yet even midst the glories there 
1 sigh’d to think of Home. 

Yet now what would I there I alas ! 

All whom I prized are gone ; 

Aud cold and distant those dear form*, 

I lo^’d to look upon. 
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And ye, mine infent playmates too, — 

Oh! 'twaa a hnppy lime/ 

When we roam’d through the sunny fields 
In our young joyous prime — 

Where are ye now > some sunk to rest, 

And others far away ; 

And many long ere now have found. 

Their once bright hopes decay. 

Vet still in that beloved spot. 

Where our young hours were pass’d, 

In vain would wander once again. 

And linger till the last. 

Oh I ’twould be sweet, when life declines. 
And I no more can roam, 

At last to etese my weary eyes. 

Amidst the scenes of Home ! 

Anok. 


A DIRGE. 

Now Is done thy long day’s work : 
Fold thy pa'ms across thy breast. 

Fold thine arms, turn to thy rest. 

Let them rave. 

Shadows of the silver birk 
Sweep the green that folds thy grave. 
Let them rave. 
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Thee nor carketh care nor slander ; 
Nothing but„the small cold worm 
Fretteth thine enshrouded form. 
Let them rave. 

Light and shadow ever wander 
O'er the green that folds thy grave. 
Let them rave. 


Thou wilt not turn upon thy bed ; 
Ghaunteth not the brooding bee 
Sweeter tones than calumny ? 

Let them rave. 

Thou wilt never raise thine head 
From the green that folds thy grave. 
Let them rave. 


Crocodiles wept tears for thee, 

The woodbine and eglatere^ 

Drip sweeter dews than traitor's tear. 

Let them rave. 

Rain makes music in the tree 
O’er the green that folds thy grave. 
Let them rave. 


Round the blow, self-pleached deep, 
Bramble-roses, faint and pale. 

And long purples of the dale. 

Let them rave. 

These In every shower creep 
Through the green that folds thy grave. 
* , Letthero rave. 
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j The gold eyec kingcups fine ; 

The frail bluebell peereth over. 

I Rare broid’ry of the purple clover. 

| Let them rave 

i Kings have no such couch as thine, 

I As the green that folds thy grave, 

j Let them rave. 

I Wild words wander here and there; 

| God's great gift of speech abused 

i Makes thy memory confused — 

Hut let them rave 

j The balm cricket carols clear 

i In the green that folds thy grave, 

i Let them rave, 

j Tennyson. 


TO A LADY IN HER SEVENTIETH YEAR, 

Such age, how bfiautiful ! O Lady bright. 

Whose mortal lineaments seem all refined 
By favouring Nature and a saintly mind 
To something purer and more exquisite 
Than flesh and blood; where’er thou mect’st my 
sight, 

When 1 behold thy blanched unwithered cheek. 

Thy temples frJnged with locks of gleaming white. 
And head that droops because the sou] is meek. 

Thee with the welcome snow drop I compare; 

That child of winter prompting thoughts that climb 
From desolation toward the genial prime ; 

Or with the moon conquering earth's misty air, | 
And filling more and more with crystal light. 

As pensive evening deepens into night. ' 

WtfRDSWOUTH. 


J-J.s 

ENGLAND’S DEAD. 

• 

Son of the Ocean isle ' 

Where sleep your mighty Dead ? 

Show me what high and holy pile 
Is reared o’er Glory's bed. 

Go, stranger ! track the deep, 

Free, free the white sail spread ! 

Wave may not foam, nor wild wind sweep, 
Where rest not England’s Dead, 

On Egypt’s burning plains, 

By the pyramid o’ei swayed, 

W'ith fearful power the noonday reigns, 
And the palm trees yield no shade : 

But let the angry sun 

From heaven look fiercely red. 

Unfelt by those whose fight is done ! 

There slumber England’s I^pad. 

The hurricane hath might 
Along the Indian shore 
And far. by Gunga’s banks at night, 

Is heard the tiger’s Toar s 
But let the sound roll on ! 

It hath no tone of dread 
For those that from their toils are gone ? — 
There slumber England’s Dead. 

The mountain 6torms rise high 
In the snowy Pyrenees, 

And ^oss the pine boughs through the sky. 
Like rose-leaves on the breeze : 
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But let the storm rage on 1 

Let the forest wreathes be shed ! 

For the RoncesvalJes' field, i-. won, — 
There slumber England’s Dead. 

On the froien deep's repose 
’Tis a dark-and dreadful hour 
When round the ship t *e ice fields close 
To chain her with their power . 

But let the ice drift oil ! 

Let the cold blue desert spread ! 

Their course with mast and flag is done— 
There slumber England’s Dead, 

The warlike of the isles ! 

The men of field and wave ; 

Are not the rocks Lheir funeral piles. 

The was and shores their grave i 
Go, stranger, track the deep. 

Free, free the white sail spread ! 

Wind may not rove, nor billow sweep. 
Where rest not England's Dead, 

> Hitmans. 


ODE TO SPRING. 

Now Spring returns, but not to me returns 
The vernal joy my better years have known ; 
Dim in my breast life's dying taper burns. 

And all the Joys of life with health are flown, 
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Marling and shiv’rlng in th* inconstant wind, i 

; Meagre and pale, the ghost of what i was, 

1 lleneath some blasted tree l lie leclm’d, 

'I And count the silent moments as they pass. 

,i The winged moments, whose unstay mg speed 
| No art tan Ntop or m their uourse arrest ; 

I Wnose flight shall shortly count me with the dead, j 
| And lay me down in peace with them that rest. 

i 

Oft morning dreams presage approaching fate ; 

I And morning dreams, as poets tell, are true; 
i 1 Led by pale ghosts, 1 enter Death’s dark gate, 

! j And bid the realms of light and life adieu. 

I 1 hear the helpless wail, the shriek of woe I 
1 j I see the muddy wave, the dreary shore ; 
j Tilt* sluggish streams that slowly cieep below, 
j j W Inch mortals % lsit and return no more. 

" Farewell, ye blooming fields ! ye cheerful plains I / 

| Enough for me the chuichyanrs lonely mound. 
Where Melancholy with still silence leigns, 

! | And the rank grass waves o’er the clieetless ground. 

;i 

« There let me wandertit the shut of eve. 

When sleep sits dewy on the labourer’s eyes; 

The world and all its busy follies leave, 

I And talk with wisdom where my Daphnia lies. 

, There let me sleep forgotten in the clay, 
j When death shall shut those weary aching eyes ; 

: Rest m the hope of an eternal day, 

* Till the long night is gone, and the last morn 
. ai ise. 


Bailee, 
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DEATH OF THE RIGHTEOUS. 


Likk summer eve, when sunlight throws 
A beauteous parting ray around ; 

And silent shades in peace repose 
Upon the soft and dewy ground. 


As still, as peaceful, and sen ne, 

Is the last ray when lilt* is done; 

V hen Hope’s bright beam, smiles o’er the scene 
VI liich saw a glorious race begun. 


What though around his couch may fall 
The dewdrops from kind pity’s eye; 
The happy spirit smiles on all, 

And shines upon anot! er *ky, 


Oh ! such is life, whose parting ray 
Throws lustre on a world of sorrow; 

For as its brightness dies away. 

There's promise of a glorious morrow. 

Wei it* 
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SHE bLEEPS # THAT STILL AND PLACID 
SLEEP. 

S hr sleeps— that still and placid sleep— 

For winch the weary pant m vain ; 

And where the clews of evening weep, 

I may not weep again : 

Oh ! never mote upon her grave. 

Shall I behold the wild flower wave. 

They laid her where the sun and moon 
Look on her tomb with loving eye. 

And 1 have heard (he breeze of June 
Sweep o'er it— like a sigh! 

And the wild livers wailing song 
Grow dirge like, as it stole along. 

And I have dreamt in many dreams. 

Of her — who was a dream to mo. 

And talk’d to her, by summer streams, 

In crowds, affid on the sea — 

Till in my soul the queen enshrined, 

A young Egeria of the mind, 

*Tis years ago, and other eyes 

Have flung their beauty o’er my youth, 

• And I have hung on other sighs 

And sounds that seem'd like truth— 

And loved the music which they gave, 

* Like that which perished in thegrave. 



And I have left thee cold and dead. 

To mingle wuh the h\ mg cold, — 

There is a wt ight around my head, 

My heart is growing old 1 — 

Oh I for a refuge and a home ' 

With thee, dear Ellen, in thy tomb 1 

Age sits upon my breast and brain. 

My spirit lades before its time. 

But they are all thine own agon, 

I ost partner of their prime ! 

And thou ait dearer, in th\ shroud, 

Than all the false and living crou d ! 

Rise gentle vision of the hours. 

Which go, — like birds that come not back 
And fling thy pale and funeral flowers 
On memory’s wasted truck ! — 

Oh ! for the v ings that made thee blest. 

To “ flee away and be at icst.” 

T. K, Hervey. 


SEASONS OF PRAYER. 

To prayer, to prayer— for the morning breaks, 

And earth in his Maker’s smile awakes ; 

Hi* lighten all below, above, 

The light of gladness the light of love. 

'Oh then, on the breath of the early air, 

Send upward the influence of grateful prayer. I 
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j To prayer;— for the glorious sun is gone, j 

i And the gatheiwg darkness of night comes on, ,i 
Like a curtain from Heaven’s high hand it flows, 

To shade thp couch where his children repose ; 

Then kneel while the watching stars arc bright, 

And give your last thoughts to the guardian of 
night. 

To prayer for the day that God has blest. 

Comes tranquilly on with its welcome rest ; 

It speaks of creation’s early bloom ; 

It speaks of the prince who burst the tomb ; 

Then summons the spirit’s exalted powers. 

And devote to heaven the hallowed hours. 

Anow. 

SONNET TO A CHILD. I 

A IIosfbiid opening, pearled wilh morning dew. 
Through the young foliage glancing, light and 
free, 

A gentle fountain gushing joyously 
j O’er the green swaid— a bright star in the blue 
Of the still heafns, or beacon on the sea ; 

These have I thought thee, light of fanciful hours ! 

Fair promise of Time's yet unmeasured space ; 
But be thy bloom more durable than the flower's ! 

Thine all that fountain’s purity and grace I 
And may no blight fall on their hopes, who trace 
i , %heir features, fortunes, happiness in thine ! 

! Be thou the star-light of their day’s decline, 
j; Waking unearthly dreams, O may’st thou be 
i AH | would fondly deem— all they would picture 
i thee! 
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j friends. 

Fhirnd after friend departs ; 

Who hath not lost a friend ? 

There is no union here of hearts, 

That finds not here an end ! 

Were this frail world our only rest. 

Living or dying, none were blest. 

Beyond the flight of Time, 

Beyond this vale of death,— 

There surely is some blessed clime. 

Where life is not a breath; 

Nor life’s affection transient fire, 

Whose sparks fly upward to expire. 

i) 

There is a world above. 

Where parting is unknown; 

A whole eternity of love, 

Form’d for the good alonL* ; 

And faith beholds the dying here, 

Translated to that happier sphere. 

Thus star by star declines. 

Till all are pass’d away ; 

As morning high and higher shines 
To pure and perfect day ; 

Nor sink those stars in empty night. 

They hide themselves in heaven's owiv light. 

Montgomery. 
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THERE IS A VOICE. 


Tiikhe is a voice in the western breeze. 

As it floats o’er spring’s young roses. 

Or sighs among the blossoming trees. 

Where the spring of love reposes : 

It tells of the joys of the pure and young, 

Ere they wander life’s wjldering paths among. 

There is a voice in the summer gale, 

Which breathes amid regions of bloom. 

Or murmurs soft, through the dewy vale. 

In moonlight’s tender gloom: 

It tells of hope unbliglited yet— 

And of hours that the soul can »e'er forget ! 

There is a voice in the autumn blast. 

That wafts the falling leaf. 

When the glowinp scene is falling fast— 

For the hour of bloom is brief : 

It tells of life— its Bure decay— * 

And of earthly splendours that pass away t 

There is a voice in the wintry storm, 

• For the blighting spirit is there. 

Breathing o’er every vernal charm. 

O’er all that was bright and fair t 
It tell* of death as It moans around, 

And the jonely hall returns the sound. 

* 


That comes when the storm is past — 

It bids the sufferer’s heart rejoice 
In the haven of peace at last : 

It tells of joys beyond the grave, 

And of Him who died the world to save. 

Wahr. 


ADONIS SLEEPING. 

In midst of all there lay a sleeping youth. 

Of fondest beauty. Sideway hts face reposed 
On one white arm, and tenderly unclosed. 

By tenderest passion, a faint damask mouth. 

To slumbering pout; just as the coming south 
Disparts a dew-lipped rose. Above his head 
Four lily stalks did their white honours wed 
To makn a coirnal ; and Tound him grew 
All tendrils green of every form and hue, 
Together intertwined and trammeled fresh ; 

The vine of glossy sprout ; the ivy mesh. 
Shading its Kthiop berries: pnd woodbine 
Of velvet leaves, the bugle-blooms divine. 

Hard by 

Stood serene cupids, watching silently, 

One, kneeling to a lyre, touched his strings. 
Muffling to death the pathos with us wings j 
And, ever and anon, uprose to look 
A t the youth’s slumber ; while another took 
A willow-hough, distilling odorous dew. 

And shook it on his haiT j another flew 
In through the woven roof, and fluttering-wlse 
Rained violets upon hi^sleeping eyes, 

Ke at*. 
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THE CASTAWAY SHIP. 


Hfr mighty sails the breezes swell. 

And fast she leaves the lessening land. 
And from the shore the last farewell 
Is waved by msny a snowy hand ; 

And weeping eyes are on the main 
Until Its verge she wanders o'er; — 
Cut from that hour of parting pain. 

Oh ! she was never heard of more ! 


When on her wide and trackless path 
Of desol itinn, doom’d to flee, 

Say, sank she ’mid t lie bending ^vrath 
Of racking cloud nnri rolling sea ? 

Or— where the land but mocks the eye— 

Went drifting on a fatal shore? 

Vain guesses all ! •Her destiny 

Is dark !— she ne'er was heard of more ! 

The moon hath twelve times changed her form. 
From glowing orb to crescent wan, 

’Mid skies of calm and rcow! ol storm, 

•Since from her port that ship hath gone; 

But ocean keeps its secret well : 

And though we know that all is o’er, 

No'eye hath seen— no tongue can tell 
Ilei fate : — she ne’er was heard of more 1 
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Oh ! were her tale of sorrow known, 

’Twer^* something to the brtken heart ; 

The pangs of doubt would then be gone. 

And Fancy’s dreams would then depart. 

It may not be : —there is no ray 

Hy which her doom we may explore; 

We only know — she sailed away. 

And ne’er was seen or heard of more I 

John Malcolm. 


THE LOST STAR. 

A light is gone from yonder sky, 

A star has left its sphere ; 

The beautiful — and do they die 
In yon bright world as here ? 

Will that star leave a lonely place, 

A darknesB on the night f — 

No ; few will miss its loiydy face 
And none think heaven less bright I 


What wert thou star off — vanished one I 
What mystery was thine ? 

Thy beauty from the east is gone s 

What was thy sway and 6ign ? ■ 

Wert thou the star of opening youth ? 

And is it then for thee. 

Its frank glad thoughts, its stainless truth, 
So early cease to be I 
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Of Hope ?— and was it to express 
How soon htfpe sinks in shade ; 

Or else of human loveliness. 

To sigh how it will fade ? 

How was thy dying like the song. 

In music to the last, 

An echo flung the winds among. 

And then for ever past ? 

Or didst thon sink as stars whose light 
The fair moon renders vain ? 

The rest shine forth the next dark night. 
Thou didst not shine again. 

Didst thou fade gradual from the time 
The first great curse was hurled. 

Till lost in sorrow and in crime. 

Star of our early world. 

Forgotten and departed star I 
A thousand glories shine 

Round the midnight’s regal car. 

Who then remember thine i 

Save when Borne mournful bard like me 
Dreams over beauty gone. 

And in the fate that waited thee. 

Reads what will be her own. 

L. E. L. 
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THE VESPER BELL* 

Hark ! *tis the vesper bell 
Far pealing from the shore,— 

Oh, welcome are the tones that tell 
Of ocean wanderings o’er! 

They hall us from the homeless main ' 
To earth's great family again. 

Sad— solemn— and sublime. 

Above the waters swung, 

Rolls on that nwTul voice of Time, 
Tolled from his iron tongue — 

And every deep and sullen bo im 
Seems likf* an echo from the tomb. 

Lorn as a distant knell 

O’er Friendship's passing bier,— 

Or accents of a far farewell 
* From many a vanished year ; 
Awakening with its mournful voice 
The memory of departed joys. 

It brings the dream of home,— 

Of sweet sequestered bowers,— 

Of shades through which I loved to roam 
And still and starry hours; 

Of music heard at fall of day, 

Over the seas and far away. 
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Of hall and social hearth — j ( 

Of love walks ’neath the tree*— I] 

When day dcpaffttd from the earth, 

W as buried m the si a ; [ 

And beating breast and blushing cheek. 

Revealed what maiden may not speak, ! 

I 

Of Sabbath’s holy cairn — 

Orisons daily said. 

In temples wheic the choral Psalm 
Died o’er the silent dead, — 

Aml^o each halh lujali gave 
Response— the echoes of the grave. 

Oft have 1 paused to hail. 

Amid my own loved land. 

The vesper chime o’er bill and dale 
Float downward tothcstiand, 3 
And melt above the summer sea. 

As now its magic falls oil me. • 

And thus Its dying strain. 

Above the waters cast, 

Thrills o'er the dark, mysterious chain 
That links me tt> the pa'.t— 

And front the dim and distant shore, 

Speaks to my heart of days of yore. j 

Jo un Malcolm, ‘ 




\jS 


WHEN THOU ART* ROAMING. 

Whbn thcu at eventide art roaming 
Along the elm-o’ershaded walk. 

Where past the eddying stream is foaming 

Beneath its tiny cataract-- 

Where 1 with thee was wont to talk— 

Think thou upon the days gone by, 

And heave a sigh I 

When sails the moon above the mountains. 
And cloudless skies are purely blue. 

And sparkle in the light the fountains. 

And darker frowns the lonely yew — 

Then be thou melancholy too. 

When musing on the hours I proved 
With thee, beloved 1 

When wales the dawn upon the dwelling. 

And lingering shadows disappear. 

And soft the woodland songs are swelling 
A choral anthem on thine ear. 

Think— for that hour tt* thought is dear I 
And then her flight Remembrance wings 
To by-past thingB. 

To me, through every season, dearest— 

In every scene — by day— by night— 

Thou present to my mind appearest 
A quenchless star, for ever bright 1 
My solitary, sole delight ! 

Alone— in grove— by [shore— at sea, 

1 think of tliee 1 Mom, 
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^HE BRIDE. 

Lo ! when she fomes along with portly pace. 

Like Phoebe from her chamber of the cast. 

Arising forth to run her mighty race, 

Clad all in white, that seems a virgin best. 

So well it her beseems, that ye would ween 
Some angel she had been 

Hct long, loose yellow locks, like golden wire. 
Sprinkled with pearl, ami pearling flowers atween. 
Do like a golden mantle her attire ; 

And being crowned with a garland green. 

Seem like some maiden queen. 

Her modest eyes,, abashed to behold 
So many gamers as on her do stare. 

Upon the lowly ground afhxed are; 

Nor dare lift up her countenance too bold. 

But blush to hear her paiscs sum^ so loud. 

So far from being proud. 

Natheless do ye still loud her praises sing 

That all the woods may' answer, and your echo ring 

Tell me, ye merchants' daughters, did you see 
So fair a creature in your town before ? 

So sweet, so lovely, and so mild as she, 

Adorned with beauty's grace and Virtue’s store ? 
Her goodly eyes like sapphires, shining bright. 

Her forehead ivory white. 

Her theeks like appleB which the sun hath rudded. 
Her lips like cherries charming men to bite. 

Her breast like a bowl of cream uncrudded. 

Her paps like lilies budded. 




160 


Her snowy neck like to ajnarble tower; j 

And all her body like a palace fair, i 

Ascending up with many a sta&ly stair ] 

To Honor's seat and Chastity's sweet bower. 

Why stand ye still ye virgins in atnaze ^ 

Upon her so to gaze, j 

Whilst ye forget your former lay to sing. 

To which the woods did answer, and your echo 
ring. 

But if ye saw that which no eye can see, 1 

The inward beauty of her lively spirit, j 

Garnished with heavenly gifts of high degree, I 
Much more, than, would ye wonder at the sight, j 
And stand astonished, like to those which read 
Medusa's amazeful head- 

There dwells sweet Love and constant Chastity, j 
Unspotted Faith, and comely Womanhood, I 

Regard of honour, and mild Modesty. ! 

There Vntue feigns as queen in royal throne. 

And giveth laws i.lone, | 

To which the basest affections do obey, 
j And yield their services unto her will ; , 

No thought of things uncoicdy ever may 
1 Thereto approach, to tempt her mind to ill. 

Had ye once seen these, her celestial treasures. 

And unrevealed pleasures. 

Then would ye wonder, and her praises sing. 

That all the woods should answer, and your echo 
ring. 

Open the temple gates unto my love; 

Open them wide that she may enter in ; 

And all the posts adorn as doth behove. 
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And aU the pillars deck with garlands trim, 

For to receive th^ saint with honour due. 

That cometb in to you. 

With trembling steps, and humble reverence. 

She cometh in before th’ Almighty’s view. 

Of her, ye virgins, learn obedience 
When so ye come into those holy places 
To humble your proud faces. 

Bring her up to th’ high altar, that she may 
The sacred ceremonies there partake. 

The which do endless matrimony make t 
And let the roaring organs loudly play 
The praises of the Lord in lively notes { 

The whilst, with hollow throats. 

The choristers the joyous anthem sing. 

That all the woods may answer, and their echo 
ring. 


Spenser. 


!| A DIIU1E. 

j! 

I Wkkp not for her ! she was far too Air, 

Too pure to dwell on this guilt stained earth. 
The sinless glory and the golden air 

ftf Zion, seemed to claim her from her birth, 
A spirit wandering from its native zone 
. Whifh, soon discovering, tools her for its own, 

1 * Weep not for her ! 





Wopji not for her ‘ Her span vr,h like the sky, I 
W h<"-i' t'mm md stars shine heautitul and j 
hr I'jpMt * [■ 

I ike flown th it kr.oiv not v 1; ir u to die, t i 

Like !«»ih bnh.-d thukkbs nieuihs of polar'! 
light, || 

Like imisjc float mg o’er a wavelets lake, |J 

While echo answers from the flowery brake, j 

Weip not for her 1 1 

Weep not for h< r r she dwd in early youth, i 

Ere tio]ie had 1 <st i<> t it'll roin u.tie hues, [ 

When hnnt'in bosoms seemed the homes oj truth. 
And eauli still {learned with beauty’s ladiant , 
dews, | 

Her summer prime waned not to days that freeze. 
Her win u of life was not run to the lees: ( 

Weep not for her 1 

<>■ 


I Weep not for her ’ Dy fleet or slow decay 
>j II never giieved h r, r bosonV> core to mark [ 

‘l '1'1 k‘ play mates of hei childhood wane away, 

'i i l \ p. 'opeefs « itficr, und^it. hopes grow dark ' 
'| Trans! lit d by her (rod, with • pn it shri\ en, j 

| k>1ki p:isst i, as *lT/tre ou smiles, from caith to 
,i heaven: 

I Weep not for lu r j 

,! i 

j Weep not for her » It was not her’s to feel | 

( 1 '1 he mist ries that oorrod ' amassing years, j 

| 'Gainst dreams of h.ifPed b!‘w tin* heart to steel, I 
j To wander sad down age's vale of teats, j 


! l 



As whir] the wither'd leaves from friendship’s , 
tree # 

And on earth'** v. mhv wo hi alone to lie : 

Weep not to* het I 


!j Weep not for In r ' Mu* is m amp**! now, 
jj And tie.nis tM* sop.d'n/ {] • *,>i- o* Pniariise, 
jj AJ1 dai k ne ■«■* v'lpi-.l lm>n l,u rehilp* til hr nv, 
j sin, ‘ oikjw. Mill’ i ii< > , h iiii'.hed 1 1 om her eyes, 
I Vietm ions m t*r (hath, to hei appens 
I Tile \ ista’U n>\ s of h.',m e s i lorual year-* : 

I Men not lot lier ! 


Weep no! for her > llei memory is the shrine 
Oi pleasant thoughts .soft ns the scent of 
flower**, 

Calm as, on windless eve, the sun’s dieltne, 

Sw ei l as t he song of lui ds am the bowers, 
Hudi as a ram how with 1 1*, imesot light, 

Pure as the moon-diim 1 ol an autumn night : 

\\ eep not lor her I 

• 

Weep riot for her 1 There is no e * use of woe. 

Hut rather nerve the spirit, that it walk 
Uiuhi inking o’er the thorny path below. 

Ami from earth’s low diftleim nt* keep thee 
back, 

So t when a ti w fleet swerving years have flown, 
She’ll meet thee at Hea\ en’s gate — anil lead thee 
on ; 

, # Weep noi for lier J 


Mom. 
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THE CHILD OF EARTH. 

F^/ntbr her slow step falls from day to day. 
Death’s hand Is heavy on her darkening brow ; 
Yet doth she fondly cling to earth and say, 

*« I am content to die, - but. Oh ! not now ! — 
Not while the blossoms of the joyous spring 
Make the warm air such luxury to breathe ; 

Not while the birds such lays of gladness sing ; 

Not while bright flowers around my footsteps 
wreathe. 

Sparc me. great God ! lift up my drooping brow ; 

I am content to die, — but. Oh ! not now 1" 

The spring hat> ripened into summer-time I 
The season’s viewless boundary is past j 
The glorious sun hath reached his burning prime ; 

Oh I must this glimpse of beauty be the last ? 

" Let me not perish while, o t ’er land and sea. 

With silent steps the lord of light moves on ; 

Not while the murnriui of the mountain bee 
Greets my dull ear with music in its tone t 
Pale sickness dims my eye and clouds my brow ! 

I am content to die, — but, Oh 1 not now ?" 

Summer is gone: and autumn’s soberer hues 
} Tint the ripe fruits, and gild the waving corn; 
The huntsman swift the flying game pursues. 
Shouts the halloo ! and winds his eager horn. 
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“ Spare me a while to wander forth and gaze j 
On the broad meadows and the quiet stream, j 
To watch in silence while the evening rays 
Slant thro' the fading trees with ruddy gleam I 
Cooler the breezes play around my brow; 

1 am content to die, — but. Oh ! not now ?'* 

The bleak wind whistles ! snow showers far and 
near. 

Drift without echo to the whitening ground ; 
Autumn hath passed away, and, cold and drear. 
Winter stalks on, with frozen mantle bound! 

Yet still that prayer ascends. ** Oh ! laugh- 
ingly 

My little brothers round the warm hearth 
crowd. 

Our home fire blazes broad, and bright and high. 
And the roof rmgB with voices light and loud \ 
Spare me a while I raise up my trooping brow 1 
I am content to die,— but. Oh 1 not now 1 

The spring is come again — the Joyful spring ! 

Again the ban Up with clustering flowers are 
spread ; 

The wild bird dips upon its wanton wing 

The child of earth is numbered with the dead. 
Thee never more the sunshine shall awake. 

Beaming all redly through the lattice pane : 

The steps of friends thy slumbers inay not break, 
fllor fond familiar voice arouse again ! 

Death’s silent shadow veils thy darkened brow : 
Why. didst thou linger ? — thou art happier now. 

Ci E. S, Norton. | 
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THE ADIEU. 


W mi 1 -" her at the morning hour, 
When leaves and e\es unclmo; 
When sinehine e dU l li« dewy dower 
To waken from repose; 

For like tlie sinking of u bird, 

Wluii hr** the sun »t ams tall. 

The gladness <, flier unce was heird 
The ecu In st ol us iiM. 


We’ll inks her at the netting time, 

I< or thm bet lmei ami lute 
Best lo\ed toeing smneswict eld thyme. 
When oilier sounds v ere mute. 
Twined tound the uneient window-seat, 
W In It' she was unking theie. 

The jasmine from outride would meet. 
And wreathe her fra&ant hair. 


We’ll miss her when we gather round 
Our hla/ing hearth at night. 

When ancient mommies abound. 

Or hopes where all unite; 

And pleasant talk of years to come— 
Those M\irs our lam ies frame. 

Ah ! slu has now another home. 

Atld bears another name. 



107 


Her heart is not with our old hall, 
J\ot with tl^* things of yore : 

Ami \el, metlmiks, she* must recall 
Wli.it was so deal bcfoie. 

She wept to leave the fond loof where 
Slu had hetn loved so long. 

Though glad the peal upon the air. 
And gay the bridal thning. 


Vos, memory has honey cells. 

And some of them ni coins, 

For in the sweetest ol them dwells 
Tin dream ol early liom«. 

The hearth, the hall, the window se3t, 
W sll bring u* toiler mind; 

In yon wide world she cannot meet 
All that she left behind. 

• 

Loved, and beloved, her own sweet will 
It was that made her fate ; 

She has a fanv home— hut still 
Our own seems desolate 
We may not wldt her hack again. 

Not for her own dear sake : 

Oh ' love, to foim one happy chain, 
How many thou must break 1 



L. E. L 







